WITH A SUPPLEMENT. 


Vor. XX.—No. 1043.] NEW YORK, SATURDAY, DECEMBER 23, 1876. aa 


Entered according to Act of Congress, in the Year 1876, by Harper & Brothers, in the Office of the Librarian of Congress, at Washington. 

== 

= = 
e 
4 
q 


" 


y 
Ap, 

Thi 


ie 


it 

$4 


BURNING OF THE BROOKLYN THEATRE—SCENE AT THE WASHINGTON STREET ENTRANCE.—From By GRayvILle Pace 1042.) 


y 
— 
| | 
=> 
| 
4 
7 hi = : = 
3 = = | 
| 
| 
| 
| ||. 2 | 3 | 
| | if if = wa > ia === — 
— 
| 


1030 


The Sale of HARPER’S WEEKLY last 
Week was over 130,000 Copies. 


Macazine, WEEKLY? 


AND BAZAR PosTAGE FREE. 


HARPER’S MAGAZINE, HARPER’S WEEKLY, 
or HARPER’S BAZAR will be sent for one year to 
any Subscriber in the United States, PosraGE 
PREPAID by the Publishers, on receipt of Four 
lollars. 


HARPER'S WEEKLY. 


SarurDAy, DECEMBER 23, 1876. 


Ce Zhe ILLUSTRATED SUPPLEMENT sent 
out gratuitously witft this Number of UARPER’S 
WEEKLY contains a spirited double-page engrav- 
ing, entitied 


“VANITY FAIR—CHRISTMAS, 1683,” 


an interesting Christmas Story, and several 
sketches illustrating the “Challenger” Expedi- 
“ion. 

An ILLUSTRATED SUPPLEMENT will be issued 
gratuitously with the next Number of UaRrEr’s 
WEEKLY. 

A beautiful Christmas Story, by GEORGE MAC- 
DONALD, entitled 


THE GIFTS THE CHILD CHRIST BROUGHT, 


will be commenced in HARPER’S BAZAR for De- 
cember 30. 


WILLIAM BLACK’S NEW STORY. 


The first Number of the next Volume of Har- 
PER’S Bazar will contain the opening chapter of 
WILLIAM BLACK’S new Serial Slory. 1tis called 


GREEN PASTURES AND PICCADILLY, 


and the readers of the BAZAR will find it to be one 
of the most attractive of the series of novels which 
have made Mk. BLACK’S name so popular both in 
England -and America. The new Story will 
have a special interest for readers on this side the 
water from the fact that the scene of a portion of 
st is laid in this country. ; 


THE SITUAPION. 


T is instructive to pause a moment in the 
midst of the pending discussion and ask 
the reason of the excitement. It will then 
appear to be a little humiliating. The facts 
are that on the morning after the election, 
when the returns from many States were not 
known, and could not possibly be known, 
the vote of certain States was put dow’ for 
Mr. TILDEN... For a few hours it was assumed 
that he was elected. But a few hours later 
showed what might have been easily enough 
foreseen, that as the returns could not have 
been known when the result was announced, 
the true result might turn out to be differ- 
ent from the announcement. The Demo- 
crats, however, instantly raised a shout from 
one end of the country to the other that 
Mr. TILDEN had been elected, and that the 
radicals, in desperation, intended to cheat 
him out of the Presidency. It was vocifer- 
ated and repeated that there was a “ plot” 
and a “conspiracy” to “count him out.” 
Still nobody could possibly know who had 
even secured a majority upon the face of 
the returns. Republicans in some of the 
Southern States claimed certain Republican 
majorifies, Democrats claimed others. One 
claim was as good as another, and as bad, 
for nobody could possibly know the truth. 
A kind of panic overspread the country. 
Even grave and sensible people wondered 
dolefully whether the American republic 
was about to founder on a calm sea, and so 
strong was the feeling that every newspaper 
and all conversation were devoted to the 
discussion. 

The excitement sprang wholly from a 
sheer assumption, founded upon Democrat- 
ic estimates, that Mr. TILDEN had been elect- 
ed, and the simultaneous cry that # he were 
not declared to be the President, it was be- 
cause of a foul Republican plot. If there 
Was a conspiracy, there must be conspira- 
tors. Who were they? General Grant and 
“ ZACH” CHANDLER were mentioned. Now, 
in our judgment, “Sam” TILDEN and Mr. 
HEWITT are just as capable of a plot to 
cheat the people out of the result of an 
election as General GRANT and Mr. CHAn- 
DLER. Certain silly telegrams purporting 
to be from Mr. CHANDLER, and certain fool- 
ish remarks attributed to General Grant, 
were published, which might be serviceable 
in pool-rooms: and believed in bar-rooms, 
but which were evidently false, and made 
solely to foster the excitement, and which 
were immediately exposed. Throughout, 
the Republican papers insisted that Gov- 
ernor Hayes could not take the Presidency, 


even if he were counted in, if the counting 
in was justly suspicious. But we did not 
see a single Democratic journal which hint- 
ed that Governor TILDEN could not take it, 
even if his vote was clearly due to violence 
and terror. The Nation, indeed, distinctly 
asked Mr. Hayes if he could take it under a 
suspicion of fraud. But it seemed unaware 
that Mr. TILDEN could not, under any con- 
ceivable circumstances, touch it without a 
moral certainty that he owed it to force. 
For all his majorities were mainly in the 
Southern States, and there is no reasonable 
doubt how most of them werg obtained. 
We do not plead Democratic crime as an 
excuse for Republican rascality. What we 
said at the outset we say now. If in any 
case a just suspicion must fall upon the title 
of an Administration, it must not fall upon 
a Republican Executive. The situation is 
such that the Republican party could not 
survive it. And by just suspicion we do not 
mean the mere empty shouting of partisans, 
nor the insinuations of a speech so untruth- 
ful and unscrupulous as that of Mr. Sry- 
MOUR in the New York Electoral College, 
nor the parrot echo of a parrot cry of fraud, 
plot, and conspiracy. We mean by just sus- 
picion conclusions based upon evidence and 
fair probabilities. But there must be some 
wish and some effort to ascertain facts. 
Thus far there has been too much wild as- 
sertion and counter-assertion. Thus it has 
been stoutly asserted from the first that the 
Louisiana Returning Board was a reckless 
set of rascals, who had been already caught 
in cheating, and who would not hesitate to 
cheat again. This may be true. We are 
not now denying it. But what do those 
who say it know about it? If any candid 
Democrat reads these lines, we veuture to 
say that he believes the Louisiana vote to 
have been fairly given to Mr. TILDEN, and 
that the rascally Returning Board dishon- 
estly counted him out. What does he know 
of the facts, except tRat Mr. TILDEN had the 
face of the returns? Is that conclusive? 
Does the candid Democrat hold that there 
should never be any investigation “ behind 
the returns?” Of course, if the returns, 
bowever procured, are final, there can be no 


further debate upon the question, and to } 
| throw out the vote of certain precincts was 


a crime for which there should be most ex- 
emplary punishment. But if it be right and 
lawful to go behind the returns in any case, 
then the mere fact that the Louisiana board 
did so in this case does not condemn the act, 
and they are not scoundrelly rascals merely 
because they did so. 

But the objector would assert that the 
character of the board forbids the theory 
that they did so honestly. This, again, would 
evidently depend upon two things—their 
own character and that of the testimony 
upon which they acted. Now what do the 
greater number of those who condemn the 
Louisiana Returning Board as having been 
discredited by Republicans themselves kuow 
of the facts? In the first place, the present 
board is not that of 1872, identitied with 
DURELL, although it is generally supposed 
to be the same. In the second place, Sen- 
ator West, of Louisiana, states, Over his 
name, that “no member of the board of to- 
day was on the board of 1872.” But they 
are the board of 1274, it is answered, and 
that board was condemned by Republicans 
themselves. Again, what are the facts? 
There were two reports upon that board 
signed by Republicans. One described the 
action of the board as “ unjust, illegal, and 
arbitrary.” But that is very different from 
dishonest. A perfectly honest act may seem 
to be unjust, illegal, and arbitrary. The 
other report, while dissenting from the con- 
clusions of the board, said, “We have no 
doubt that they believed they were defend- 
ing the people of Louisiana against a fraud 
on their constitutional rights.” And it 
adds that the record of Governor WELLS, 
the president of the board, “entitles him to 
our warmest sympathy and respect.” This 
report was signed by Mr. WHEELER and Mr. 
G. F. Hoar. 

We state these facts simply to show that 
a great many well-meaning people join in 
the indiscriminate censure of Louisiana 
politicians as rascals, without knowing any 
thing whatever of the facts. Among them 
are Republicans who incline to the same 
view. But do they believe that Repub- 
lican politicians in Louisiana are more dis- 
posed to fraud than Louisiana Democratic 
politicians to intimidation, bribery, and co- 
ercion of every kind? The Democratic 
crime is no excuse, we repeat, for the Re- 
publican; but it is a reason for withhold- 
ing partisan condemnation. There was not 
a day within the month after the election 
on which it was possible to form a proxi- 
mately fair judgment of the actual situ- 
ation in the disputed States. All that was 
clear was that the vehement partis{in as- 
sertions upon both sides were valueless. 
There has never been a time since the elec- 
tion when Republicans doubted that Gov- 
ernor Hayrs ought not to accept the Pres- 
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idency if his title was not clear. That is 
their opinion still. And if, when the facts 
are fully known, it is plain that there is a 
just doubt, their opinion that he ought not 
to accept will be expressed without reserve. 


THE BROOKLYN THEATRE. 


THE terrible calamity of the Brooklyn 
Theatre is another of the warnings which 
are constantly thrust upon the publie at- 
tention and as constantly unheeded. How 
many theatres are there in New York or in 
any of the cities and towns of the country 
which are better protected against such a 
disaster than the Brooklyn Theatre? How 
many places of public amusement or public 
resort of any kind are adequately provided 
with meuns of security for the audience? 
There is no necessity that there should be 
any question. But we prefér to run for 
luck, and the consequences Ought to be ex- 
pected. A few years ago there was some 
inquiry into the safety of the theatres in 
the city of New York, and some extraordi- 
nary facts were discovered, showing hoay 
imminent was the risk of life in evegy per- 
formance. Undoubtedly the situation is 
precisely the same in the great multitude 
of theatres now. They can not be entered 
without serious peril. But a resolute pub- 
lic opinion would remove it entirely. 

In the Brooklyn Theatre the catastrophe 
was occasioned by the blowing of a “ fly’— 
one of the light pieces of canvas stretch- 
ing across the top of the stage and repre- 
senting the sky or clouds—into an exposed 
gas-burner. The light stuff fell in flames 
upon the canvas in the scenery below— 
and in fifteen minutes the burning roof fell 
in. The upper galleries communicated with 
the lobby, by which alone escape was possi- 
ble, by a winding staircase. In this trap 
hundreds of human beings were caught and 
smothered. Such events accuse our civili- 
zation. They show a sordid mind which de- 
spises human life. For the structure of 
places of public resort is a matter of public 
concern, and if we do not insist by stringent 
laws that such places shall not be built ex- 
cept with the most ample security against 
the most obvious dangers, it is we, the pub- 
lic, and we only, who are truly responsible. 
There are hundreds and thousands of par- 
ents who never carry their children to a 
theatre in the city of New York without the 
gravest apprehension. They may not know 
that the particular theatre is exposed, but 


_ they know that all theatres are dangerous, 


and especially exposed to fire. The cyclone 
that lately swept over parts of Bengal and 
slew thousands of persons is not a tragedy 
so great as that of the burning of the Brook- 
lyn Theatre. The cyclone was unavoidable. 
It was beyond human calculation and con- 
trol. But there was not a life lost in Brook- 
lyn that-might not easily have been saved, 
and that ought not to have been saved. 

Of course the spasms of horror that fol- 
Yow such events will of themselves do noth- 
ing to prevent them. The whole subject 
of the safety of public balls and theatres 
and churches will remain practically un- 
touched until it enlists the interegt and ac- 
tion of some unwearied advocate, as the bar- 
barities of the English penal laws aroused 
Sir SAMUEL ROMILLY, and the cruelty to 
seamen Mr. PLIMSOLL, and the cruelty to 
animals Mr. BeErGH. Those three men, in 
different countries and ways, are public ben- 
efactors. And until some man appears who 
is devoted with equal fidelity to the protec- 
tion of the public against such needless and 
appalling calamities as that in Brooklyn, 
the public mind and heart will continue to 
be shocked by them, It is not necessary 
that there should be twenty theatres, for 
instance, in New York, but it is necessary 
that every theatre in New York should be 
so constructed as to furnish ample security 
of life and limb to every person in the au- 
dience. This can be attained by law, and 
by law only; and to secure the law, some- 
thing more is necessary than horror when 
three or four hundred human being are 
needlessly suffocated. ‘ 


THE PRESIDENT’S MESSAGE. 


THE President’s Message is a very char- 
acteristic document. It is unconsciously 
but actually addressed to the country rather 
than to Congress. It isa plain explanation, 
to those } Mr. LINCOLN called the plain 
people, the reason of faults alleged 
against the Administration. It is, more- 
over, a striking illustration of the simplici- 
ty and patriotism and rectitude of its au- 
thor, and is a significant rejoinder to the 
wanton insult to the Executive offered by 
Mr. RANDALL in taking the Speaker’s chair. 
It is part of the debasement of Democratic 
politics to represent General GRANT as a 
“usurper,” a “tyrant,” and a military des- 
pot. Asa matter of fact, the only military 
President in our history who has displayed 


| the military spirit in civil life was the igno- 
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rant, vindictive, and dogged JACKSON, one 
of the great gods of Democratic idolatry. 
But General GRANT’s entire civil career has 
quietly turned into ridicule the rodomont- 
ade about his “ambition” and his “de- 
signs.” The tone of his Message in its per- 
sonal allusions is pathetic. But there are 
few impartial Americans who have watched 
the course of the Administration closely 
who will not agree with the President’s 
words : 

“ Mistakes have been made, as al] can see, and I ad- 
mit; but it seems to me, oftener in the selections made 
of the assistants appointed to aid in carrying out the 
various duties of administering the government, in 
nearly every case selected without a personal acquaint- 
ance with the appointee, but upon recommendations 
of the Representatives chosen directly by the people. 
It is impoxsible where so many trusts are to be allotted 
that the right parties should be chosen in every in- 
stance. History shows that no Administration, from 
the time of WasninGoton to the present, has been free 
from these mistakes; but I leave comparisons to his- 
tory, claiming only that I have acted in every instance 
from a conscientious desire.to do what was right, 
constitutional, within the law, and for the very best 
interests of the whole people. Failures have been er- 
rors of judgment, not of intent.” 

The criticism that a friend of the Presi- 
dent would make upon this statement is, 
that the President himself bas not distrust- 
ed sufficiently those who gave him the bad 
advice, and has listened to them after they 
have been plainly discredited. It is the 
same disposition that has led him to cling 
to measures Which the country disapproyed, 
such as the Santo Domingo project, to which 
he fondly recurs in the Message. But when 
all criticisms are made, there remains the 
deep conviction in the minds of those whose 
judgment, in our opinion, is best worth havy- 
ing, and certainly of most of those who 
have been brought into close personal and 
official relations with the President, that he 
has acted “in every instance from a con- 
scientious desire to do what was right, con- 
stitutional, within the law, and for the very 
best interests of the whole people.” Gen- 
eral GRANT did not seek the Presidency. It 
was thrust upon him by the gratitude of 
those who had sustained the war for the 
Union, which he led in the field to a tri- 
umphant victory. For that great service, 
for his devoted patriotism, and for his proved 
personal purity amidst all the unclean ru- 
mors and foul charges of his enemies, his 
place in American history is secure, and the 
faithful record will attest that his “ failures 
have been errors of judgment, not of in- 
tent.” 

There is a tone of weariness in the last 
words of this last Message which is very 
touching: 

“With the present Congress my official life termi- 
nates. It is not probable that public affairs will ever 
again receive attention from me further than as a citi- 
zen of the republic, always tuking a deep interest in the 
honor, integrity, and prosperity of the whole land.” 
That republics are ungrateful is an old say- 
ing, and that a faithful and well-meaning 
servant of this republic has been greatly 
slandered in the President there is no doubt. 
A letter illustrating the ribald abuse which 
he has received has been lately published, 
attributed to a man whose name is signed tu 
it, but who, we have hoped, would disclaim 
it. No denial has been published, and if 
the letter be genuine, it will appear that 
CHARLES O’CoNOR, the lawyer who tried te 
subjugate New York to the slave law of Vir- 
ginia, and the orator who tried to melt the 
manhood in Northern hearts that the slav- 
ery-debauched South might subdue the Un- 
ion, has forfeited the respect of every hon- 
orable American by heaping upon GRANT as 
he retires fouler abuse than was ever ad- 
dressed to a President of the United States 
since DUANE’s Aurora spat at the.retiring 
WASHINGTON. 


GOVERNOR CHAMBERLAIN. 


WE wish to repair an omission in an ar- 
ticle of last week upon South Carolina. The 
context sufficiently explained our meaning 
and position, but the words might be un- 
fairly quoted. In speaking of the presence 
and duty of General RUGER in South Caro- 
lina, we said that he had no authority what- 
ever to decide upon the validity of the cer- 
tificates of persons claiming to be members 
of the Legislature. Even if unauthorized 
persons attempt to take part in the organ- 
ization, “the law does not authorize any 
military officer to interfere. His duty be- 
gins only when ‘domestic violence’ is at- 
tempted. If there be a riot in the ball, lie 
may keep the peace, and with the aid of the 
national troops if necessary.” In this last 
sentence the words “ under certain consti- 
tutional conditions” were omitted. Those 
conditions, of course, are that the Governor 
shall declare to the President, upon his re- 
sponsibility, that domestic violence exists 
beyond his power to restrain, and shall re- 
quest the aid which the United States has 
guaranteed. 

That this assistance was asked by Gov- 
ernor CHAMBERLAIN is unquestionable, and 


| should the correspondence be published, 
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there is no reason to suppose that the Goy- 
ernor will be found to have departed from 
the line of his official duty. It is so much 
the fashion for utterly reckless Democratic 
partisans, like Mr. HORATIO SEYMOUR, to 
charge immeasurable fraud and corruption 
upon the Republicans, especially in the 
Southern States, and without the slightest 
information, or inquiry, or desire to know 
the truth, that we are not surprised by 
hearing it sometimes said that Governor 
CHAMBERLAIN is a corrupt usurper. “ He 
ran off from Massachusetts,” said a partisan 
of the SEYMOUR school, “to escape the State- 
prison for forgery.” The truth is that he is 
a graduate of Yale, a soldier of the Union, a 
man of education and refinement and cour- 
age, and in these respects quite the equal of 
Mr. WADE Hampton, who until now has 
been the type of “ the unreconstructed reb- 
el.” We opposed Governor CHAMBERLAIN’S 
election to his present office because of some 
stories in regard to his earlier residence in 
South Carolina. But his explanations dis- 
posed of the objections, and he has justitied 
all that his New England friends urged in 
his favor. 

No man has been more constantly abused 
than Goyernor CHAMBERLALN, yet we doubt 
if any man in the Southern States, of any 
party, bas had a fair and just solution of the 
perplexing problem of the South more con- 
stautly in view. He did not hesitate to 
break with such Republicans as Moses and 
WHIPPER, and to refuse them their commis- 
sions as judges. His course was commended 
in the warmest terms by the Charleston 
Democratic organ and by the best Republic- 
an opinion every where. His policy would 
have produced the result that is essential to 
good government in every Southern State— 
the obliteration of the color line, and the 
persuasion of the more reasonable among the 
Southern whites that Republicanism does 
not mean hatred and injustice. Had the 
Democratic party in South Carolina really 
desired the harmony and good government 
which they professed, they would certainly 
have sought a union with the Republican 
sentiment represented by Governor CHAM- 
BERLAIN. But trusting that the cry of “ re- 
form” would bring in Mr. TILDEN, they de- 
cided to attempt to obtain complete control 
of the State government. Party lines being 
thus rigidly drawn, Governor CHAMBERLAIN, 
naturally distrusting, on behalf of the blacks, 
the complete ascendency of the Democrats, 
accepted the contest at the polls. He knows 
from intimate experience, What we at this 
distance can also plainly see, that the in- 
tention of the white Democrats in the South- 
ern States is to control absolutely, and by 
any means necessary to subdue the colored 
vote, the government of those States. This 
is the purpose which Governor CHAMBER- 
LAIN means in every lawful way to resist, 
aud because of this intention he will be bit- 
terly maligued to the end. We can only 
hope, in the interest of his own cause, that 
he will be as wise as we believe him to be 
patriotic and humane. 


AN HONORABLE PUBLIC 
SERVANT. 


AFTER a service of thirty-eight years and 


more as an ofticer of the customs—a serv- 
ice untouched with suspicion and illustra- 
ted with great ability and efficiency—Mr. 
CHARLES P. CLINCH, at the age of seventy- 
nine years, has resigned his post in the New 
York Custom-house. Le was appointed 
under a Democratic administration before 
there was a Republican party, and he retires 
under a Republican administration. He has 
always been a pronounced Democrat. He 
was so during the war. But we have never 
heard that he faltered in his duty any more 
than Mr. Ports, a Democrat, who through- 
out the war and under Secretary STANTON, 
was Chief Clerk of the War Department. 
Mr. CLIncn began as Inspector, and ended as 
Assistant-Collector. Ile retained his place 
through many administrations of different 
politics. When the “clean sweeps” were 
made he was spared. And Why? Because 
he was an honest, faithful, eflicient officer. 
Was his long retention aristocratic? Was 
it a@ subversion of the popular principle of 
government? Did it deprive any body of 
his just rights? Was it other than a rea- 
sonable, sensible, and beneficial arrange- 
ment? 

All the usual arguments against a reform 
of the civil service apply to Mr. CLINcH. 
Thus it may be said that he was not the 
only person in the country who could fill 
his positions acceptably, and that there were 
just as good and efticient men for the place 
in the dominant party as he. Was that any 
reason for removing an honest, faithful, and 
efficient officer? Then it is said that every 
man who holds office ought to agree polit- 
ically with the administration. One of the 
highest officers in the government once in 
our hearing politics that when the people 


change the political administration, they 
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mean to.change every body from the Presi- 
dent down “to the messenger at the door 
of my office.” But how did Mr. CLINCH’s 
differences of political opinion with an ad- 
ministration injuriously affect the discharge 
of his official duty? He was politically a 
Democrat, as he may have been ecclesias- 
tically a Presbyterian. But how did that 
affect his opinion upon a question of the 
duty that wool or saltpetre ought to pay 
under a specific tariff_? When the people 
change the administration, they may desire 
to change the political policy of the coun- 
try; but they certainly do not wish that the 
Treasury should be swindled, and therefore 
they wish to retain under a changed admin- 
istration all agents who are not political, 
but who have proved that they are alert and 
skillful watchmen of the Treasury. 

This was the reason that Mr. CLINCH was 
retained, and that other officers of equal in- 
tegrity and efliciency, who are not of the 
politics of the administration, are some- 
times retained, and the reason why all 
such should be retained. Yet the argu- 
ment for turning out a night-watchman is 
essentially a’ good argument for turning 
out all such officers as Mr. CLINCH and 
those to whom we refer. For if there are 
those of the dominant party who can fill 
the post of watchman, not less are there 
those who can do the duties that Mr. 
Cuuncu did. If those duties’ require spe- 
cial training, that is a good argument for 
a system of promotion, not for introducing 
a raw and untrajned’ man. If the duties 
of watchman require only vigilance, ener- 
gy, and honesty, then every vigilant, in- 
dustrious, and honest agent has them, and 
ought not to be supplanted by others, al- 
though they may presumably have the same 
qualities, unless it can be shown that the 
public service and not a party interest will 
be the gainer. If the souod and reasonable 
principle which retained Mr. CLINCH under 
a Republican administration were, as it 
should be, the established policy of the 
government, the present controversy about 
the Presidential succession would be patri- 
otically and readily adjusted. That which 
envenoms the excitement is the mad thirst 
for “spoils.” And why should the great 
mass of the people tolerate a system which 
permits the “ plunderers” to make their pri- 
vate selfishness appear to be a public virtue ? 


THE NEW CESNOLA 
COLLECTION. 

THe enterprise and liberality of a few 
citizens of New York secured for this coun- 
try the “Kurium” collection of sculpture, 
yold, and precious stones, silver, bronzes, 
alabasters, terra cotta, glass-ware, etc., found 
by General Dit CESNOLA in Cyprus. His dis- 
coveries have been among the most valuable 
and interesting of modern times. The éx- 
ceeding beauty and interest of the collec- 
tions already in the Metropolitan Museum 
of Art are well known, and those now ob- 
tained complete a unique gallery, the tinest 
in the world, for which the British Museum 
has in vain competed. The British Museum 
was too slow if the negotiation with General 
D1 CeESNOLA for the first part of the collec- 
tion ; and as the energy of the Metropolitan 
Museum secured that collection, which was 
arranged here under the general’s super- 
vision, he naturally desired that the com- 
pletion should also come to New York; and 
sv, despite the pressure in London, he offered 
it to his New York friends. The subscrip- 
tion raised in a few days amounted to 
$40,000 in gold toward the whole sum of 
$60,000, which will be made up by further 
subscriptions and by the sale of unique du- 
plicates of great value. 

Those who are familiar with the Metro- 
politan Museum, while they recognize on the 
brief list of subscribers some of its best and 
most honored friends, will miss with un- 
feigned sorrow two names that were never 
wanting among the most generous givers to 
this museum and to all other enterprises of 
public benefit—JoHNnN TayLor JOHNSTON 
and the late WILLIAM TYLDEN BLODGETT. 
To the public spirit, untiring zeal, and great 
munificence of these two gentlemen the mu- 
seum is most largely indebted. Perhaps it 
is not too much to say that without their 
interest and efforts and pecuniary aid, the 
museum would not have been established. 
The death of Mr. BLODGETT and the business 
misfortunes of Mr. JOUNSTON have been -sin- 
cerely regretted as serious blows to the prog- 
ress and development of that liberalizing 
and refining influence of art which they 
had both so intelligently fostered, Mr. 
BLODGETT’S fine collectiqgn.ot pictures was 
dispersed some months“since, after his la- 
mented death; and Mr. JOUNSTON’s, which 
was one of the most interesting and valu- 
able in the country/is even now passing un- 
der the hammer. The misfortunes of such 
men are a kind of public misfortune, and 
awaken a sympathy as universal as it is 
sincere. 


PERSONAL, 

Tue Governor elect of Indiana, Mr. WriuraMs, 
familiarly spoken of as the wearer of pants tint- 
ed with a delicate azure, is said to be the fortu- 
nate possessor of a neat though modest home 
near Vincennes. It is a story-and-a-half frame 
house, painted white. The parlor has a modest 
ingrain carpet, a wide fire-place, with daguerreo- 
types on the mantel, a high-post bedstead with a 
patchwork quilt, and a portrait of General Jack- 
sON hanging on the wall. Mrs. Governor WILL- 
IAMS is seventy years old and feeble. In reply 
to a quession whether she should accompany her 
husband to Indianapolis, Mrs. WrLLiaMs replied : 
‘*It is pot yet fully decided, but I guess not. It 
will be pretty hard for me to go away from home 
so fur.”’ Mr. WILLIaMs smiled at this, remark- 
ing, pleasantly, that “‘she would be very much 
like the woman who insisted for a whole year 
that she wouldn’t move, whether her husband 
did or not; but at last, when every thing was 
packed, and the children had been assigned their 
seats on the top of the load, sly came up to her 
husband and quietly asked, ‘James, where am I 
to sit?’’’ “No, I guess n6t,”’ quickly replied 
Mrs. WILLIAMS; ** we shallot give up our home 
here, and I had better remain where Iam.” It 
is possible that Mrs. Dunn, his only surviving 
daughter, a widow, may accompany Mr. WILL- 
1AMS and keep his hoyse. 

—Mr. J. RENDALL, the new Speaker 
of the House of Representatiyes, is now forty- 
eight years old, and has from early manhood 
tuken an active part in political affairs. Four 
years he was in the Philadelphia City Council, 
und in 1858-59 in the Senatt of Pennsylvania, and 
at Washington in the Thirty-eighth Congress, 
and has been re-elected ever since. Mr. Ran- 
DALL lives with his family in a plain way in a 
small three-story house of his own on Capitol 
Hill. He spends most of his leisure time at 
home. 

—Uncle FRANK WuHetts, a colored centena- 
rian, aged one hundred and eleven years, was one 
of the guests at his granddaughter’s wedding at 
Pittsburg a few days since. le says he has the 
documents to prove that he was born on January 
16, L766, and he knows it, because he was there. 

—At the Unitarian church in Newport, Rhode 
Island, on Thanksgiving-day, the services were 
conducted by Mrs. Juotia Warp Howe. Her 
text was taken from the story of the Pharisee 
who thanked God that he was not as other men 
were. In her view, neither as a nation nor as 
individuals can Americans properly thank God 
after this fashion. We sbould rather, in view 
of His great gifts and mercies, fecl ourselves 
overcome with penitence, like the publican, and 
cry, ‘‘God be merciful to America, a sinner.”’ 

—Mr. TENNYSON is again about to essay his 
talent for dramatic composition, a new drama 
from his pen, entitled Harold, being announced 
as nearly ready for publication by Messrs. Henry 
5S. Kine & Co. 

—Mr. SPURGEON is apt lustration, as the 
following shows: “‘A raW countryman having 
brought his gun to the gunsmith for repairs, the 
latter, having examined it, said: *‘ Your gun is 
in a very worn-out, ruinous, good-for-nothing 
condition. What sort of repairing do you want 
for it” ‘Well,’ said the man, ‘I.don’t see as 
I can do with any thing less than a new stock, 
lock, and barrel. That ought to set it up again.’ 
‘Why,’ said the smith,‘ you had better have a 
new gun altogether.’ ‘Ah,’ was the reply, ‘I 
never thought of that; and it etrikes me that’s 
just what | do want. A new stock, lock, and 


, barrel—why, that’s about equal to a new gun; 


and that’s about what I will have.’ Just the 
sort of repairing man’s nature requires. The 
old nature cast aside as a complete wreck and 
good for nothing, and a new one imparted.”’ 

— Professor TYNDALL sets one thing at rest in 
the Jvpular Seience Monthly for December. He 
states that long before the Christian era they had 
beer, though history has not preserved to us the 
name of the first brewer. ‘* THEOPHKASTUS, who 
was born nearly four hundred years before Christ, 
describes beer as the wine of barley. It is ex- 
tremely difficult to preserve beer In a hot cli- 
mute; still, Egypt was the land in which it was 
tirst brewed, the desire of man to quench his 
thirst with this exhilarating beverage overcom- 
ing all the obstacles which a hot climate threw 
in the way of its manufacture.’’ However Tyn- 
DALL and HuXLey may theorize on the subject 
of development, it is quite clear that they do not 
inaintain that beer was first invented by a being 
with a caudal termination. 

—Speaking of the financial condition of the 
Earl of Beaconsfield, Mr. JENNINGS writes: 
‘* When I was in America I understood that the 
circumstances of his life since his wife’s death 
were in danger of becoming imbittered through 
pecuniary troubles, but that is notsv. I had for- 
gotten the fact that an old lady in Wales, who 
had never seen him in her life, left him a large 
fortune some years ago. Moreover, he inherited 
from his father what he himself describes as a 
‘comfortable patrimony,’ and his wife left him 
some money. Then he has his salary of £50004 
year, and he lives like a hermit. he truth is 
that he has always been better off than I for- 
merly supposed or than is commonly believed, 
and is now in not the slightest danger of ever 
having to describe himself as a poor man.” 

—Dr. Henry M. Fiecp, of the LZvangelist, 
speaks of the young King of Greece as a man of 
delightful modesty and frankness. He talks ex- 
cellent English, and with the freedom and joy- 
ousness of a boy. The queen is famous for her 
beauty and the sweetness of her manners; the 
whole nation seems to be in love with her, she 
is so gentle and so good. The pair have four 
ruddy-cheeked children, who are always jumping 
about like squirrels in the royal carriage, 50 that 
the king says he has them fastened in with leath- 
er straps lest they should throw themselves over- 
board. The king likes America, and he serious- 
ly says that the chief revenue of Greece is derived 
from the plum-puddings of England and America, 
the currants of Corinth forming its principal ar- 
ticle of export. 

—Mr. Aveustixe G. Dansy, who died a few 
days since in Utica, at the age of eighty-one, was 
for twenty years postmaster of that city, and for 
muny years editor and proprietor of the Utica 
Ubserver. He was a sagacious political manager, 
and throughout a long public career maintain- 
ed not only a high character as a public man, 
but enjoyed an enviable social position. He 
was possessed of sufficient income to enjoy life 
according to his tastes, which were refined and 
cultivated, and to dispense bounty to those less 
furtunate. He was remarkable for the equanim- 
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ity of his temper and for amiability, yet having 
withal great force of character and a eourage 
that was never wanting when necessary. e 
was one of Utica’s best and most useful citizens. 

—Very Frenchy and amusing is this little an- 
ecdote of ALEXANDRE Dumas: ALPHONSE KARR 
had just established himself at Nice, when Dumas 
happened to be passing through that town, and 
was cordially invited to dinner by his old friend. 
Next day, accordingly, the author of the Three 
Musketeers presented himself at the time appoint- 
ed, in company with twenty-two acquaintances 
whom he had picked up that morning in his 
walks abroad, and whom it seemed to him the 


most natural thing in the world to bring to din- ° 


ner at his friend’s house. A Russian princess 
was also of the party, and every thing went off 
as merrily as a marriage bell. At dessert the 
princess drew a diamond ‘ring from her finger 
and begged Dumas to write his name on her 
— request to which the great novelist gal- 
antly acceded. Then one after another of the 
twenty-two preferred the same petition, which 
was cheerfully granted, and each guest took away 
his glass in remembrance of the pleasant evening 
they had passed together, M. Karr looked on 
approvingly, but he may have been meditating 
at the same time over the cost of twenty-three 
handsome glasses, which had all been borrowed 
for the occasion. 


DOMESTIC INTELLIGENCE. 


Coneness: The second session of the Forty-fourth 
Congnets was opened on the 4th inst. Mr. Ferry pre- 
sided over the Senate. The new Senators, Jerome B. 
Chaitee and Henry M. Teller, of Colorado, Samuel 
Price, of Weat Virginia, and James G. Blaine, of Maine, 
were sworn in. Senator Edmunds submitted a reso- 
lution instructing the Committee on Privileges and 
Elections to investigate the alleged intimidation of 
voters in the recent election in the Southern States, 
and also to inquire into the eligibility of the Presiden- 
tial electors chosen. To be printed and lie on the 
table. Senator Ingalls introduced a joint resolution 
recommending a national convention to revise and 
amend the Constitution of the United States, with 
Geen reference to the machinery of elections. The 
House elected Mr. Samuel J. Randall, of Pennsylvania, 
Speaker, by a vote of 161, against 82 for Mr. James A. 
Garfield. The House, by a vote of 142 to 98, refused 
to seat Mr. Belford (Republican), of Colorado, until 
they could find if Colorado was a State in the Union. 
The Democrats also objected to seating Mr. Buttz 
(Republican), of South Carolina, and referred his case 
to the Commugice on Elections. The oath was admin- 
istered to MY Stephena, of Georgia, and also to the 
following new members: Mr. Warner, of Connecticut, 
Mr. Frye, of Maine, Mr. Humphrey, of Indiana, Mr. 
Carr, of Indiana, and Mr. Stanton, of Pennsylvania. 
On motion of Mr. Hewitt, of New York, three commit- 
tees were appointed to investigate the recent election 
in Louisiana, South Carolina, and Florida.—On the 
5th, Senator Morton introduced the joint resolution, 
to amend the Constitution so as to permit the elec- 
tion of President and Vice-President by direct vote 
of the people, which was favorably reported at a pre- 
vious session. A bill to establish the Territory of 
the Black Hills was introduced. Senator Fdmunds's 
resolution of the previous day relating to the South- 
ern elections was modified so as to include the elec- 
tion of 1874 in the investigation, and was passed by 
a vote of 48 to 11. In the House, Mr. Lawrence 
(Republican), of Ohio, asked leave to introduce a res- 
olution designed to secure equal school privileges to 
white. and colored children, but the Democrats object- 
ed. The President's Message wae read, in both Houses, 
on the 5th.—In the Senate, op the 6th, the standing 
committees were announced. The principal changes 
are those caused by the resignation of Senator Morrill, 
of Maine, and the death of Senator Caperton, of West 
Virginia. Mr. Windom, of Minnesota, becomes the 
chairman of the Committee op”Appropriations, vice 
Secretary Morrill, and Mr. Blaffie is made a member of 
this committee and also of the Committee on Naval 
Affairs, of which Secretary Morrill was likewise a€nem- 
ber. Mr. Dawes is assigned to the place vacated by 
Mr. Morrill on the Indian Committee. Mr. Boutweil 
retires from the Committee on Commerce and from 
the special committee to examine the several branches 
of the civil service, Mr. Dawes taking his place on the 
former, and Mr. Harvey, of Kansas, succeeding him as 
chairman of the latter. Mr. Mitchell, of Oregon, is 
made chairman of the Committee on Transportation 
Routes to the Sea-board, vice Mr. Windom, who resigns 
iton account of now occupying another chairmanship, 
but still retains a place on the committee. Senator 
Price, of West Virginia, is assigned to Mr. Caperton’s 
positions on the Claims, Railroad, and of Revision of 
the Laws committees. Mr. Chaffee is placed on the 
committees of Territories, Patents, and Mines and Min- 
ing, and Mr. Teller on Claims and Pensions. The Sen- 
ate passed a resolution inquiring of the President if 
troops were stationed in Petersburg, Virginia, on elec- 
tion day, and if so, under what anthority and for what 
purpose. The chair laid before the Senate a message 
from the President inclosing a report from Senator 
Sherman and others on affairs in Louisiana. The same 
Inessage was pResented to the House, and tabled. Sen- 
ator Eimunds moved to take up the joint resolution 
proposing a conetitational amendment changing the 
method of counting the electoral vote. Mr. Merrimon 
objected under the joint rules, but the chair decided 
that these were not in force.—The Senate, on the 7th, 
ordered the Louisiana testimony to be printed, and a 
lengthy discussion took piace ov the Oregon electoral 
complications. Bills were introduced in beth Houses 
relative to changes in electoral methods. The Demo- 
crats in caucus laid on the table the matter of the im- 
peachment of the President. 

The reeult of the canvass of the vote of Louisiana 
was declared by the Returning Board on the Sth. The 
Republican electoral ticket has a majority of over 4000 ; 
the Legislature is Republican in both branches, and o 
the Congressmen four are, Republicans and two Dem- 
ocrats. On the same day the South Carolina Repub- 
lican House, with the Senate, in joint session, counted 
the State vote, and declared Governor Chamberlain re- 
elected by over 3000 majority. Florida was declared 
for Hayes and Wheeler, on the 6th, by 930 majority. 

Governor Chamberlain was inaugurated on the 7th. 

The electoral vote was cast ky all the colleges on the 
6th. The Tilden candidates in South Carolina and 
Louisiana also met. In Oregon a Republican and a 
Democratic Electoral College met, the former casting 
three votes for Hayes, and the latter two for Hayes 
and one for Tilden. A Republican elector in South 
Carolina said he had been offered $10,000 to vote tor 
Tilden, and another, in Louisiana, said he had been 
offered $100,000. 


FOREIGN NEWS. 


A pispaton to Reuter’s Telegram Company from St. 
Petersburg says: ‘“‘When the Grand Duke Nicholas 
passed through Moscow on his way to Kischineff, him 
self and staff received the solemn blessing of the Archi- 
mandrite. He afterward breakfasted at the palace of 
Prince Bolgorouky. The prince, in a toast to the 
Grand Duke, said, ‘ It is a great honor for me that the 
commander of the Russian army starts from my house 
to his deeds of arms.’ The Grand Duke reached Kisch- 
ineff on the 6th.” 

Owing to the defeat of the Amnesty -Bill in the 
French Senate, on the 2d, the ministry resigned. 


The Mexican revolution has triamphed. President ' 


Lerdo has fled from the capital, and Porfirio Diaz has 
proclaimed himself Provisional President. 
The British government has accepted the American 

interpretation of the extradition treaty. 
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“CASAR, NOW BE STILL. 
J.G. Jux., Beetes. Julius Cwsar, thou art mighty yet! 


Thy spirit walks abroad, and turns our swords in our own proper entrails.’ —SHAKSPEARE. 
“With the present Congress my official life terminates. Ii is not probable that public affairs will ever again receive attention from me further than as a citizen 
of the Republic, always taking a deep interest in the honor, integrity, and prosperity of the whole land.”—U. &. Grant. 
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WATCHING FOR THE MORNING, 


Christmas at Thompson Hall, 


By ANTHONY TROLLOPE, 


Actunon oF “Tur Priwe Fairs,” 
ETC., ETC, 
> 
CHAPTER III. 
VRS. RROWN ATTEMPTS TO ESCAPE. 


Ber her husband was not sleeping. Ife was 
not even in: bed, as-she had left him. She found 
him sitting there before the fire-place, on which 
one half-burned log still retained a spark of what 
had once pretended to 
be a fire. Nothing more 
wretched than his appear- 
ance could be imagined. 
There was a single light- 
ed eandle on the table, 
on which he was leaning 
with his two elbows, 
while his head rested be- 
tween his bands. He had 
on a dressing-gown over 
his night-shirt, but other- 
wise was not clothed, He 
shivered audibly, or rath- 
er shook himself with the 
cold, and made the table 
to chatter, as she enter- 
ed the room. Then he 
groaned, and let his head 
fall from his hands on to 
the table. It oceurred to 
her at the moment, as she 
recognized the tone of his 
querulous voice and as 
she saw the form of his 
neck, that she must have 
and blind when 
she had mistaken that 
stalwart stranger for her 
husband. “Oh, my dear,’ she said, “why are 
you not in bed’ Ile answered nothing in words, 
but only groaned again. ‘* Why did you get up? 
I left you warm and comfortable.” 

“Where have you been all night?” he half 
whispered, half croaked, with an agonizing effort. 

have been looking for the mustard.” 

“Have been looking all night, and haven't 
found it? Where have you been ’” 

She refused to speak a word to him till she 
had got him into bed, and then she told her story. 
But. alas! that which she told was not the true 
story. As she was persuading him to go back 
to his rest, and while she arranged the clothes 
again around him, she with difficulty made up 
her mind as to what she would do and what she 
would say. Living or dying, he must be made to 
start for Thompson Hall at half past five on the 
next morning. It was no longer a question of 
the amenities of Christmas, no longer a mere «de- 
sire to satisfy the family ambition of her own 
people, no longer an anxiety to see her new 
brother-in-law. She was conscious that there 
was in that house one whem she had deeply in- 
jured, and from whose vengeance—even from 
whose aspect—she must fly, Tlow could she en- 
dure to see that face which she was so well sure 
that she would recognize, or to hear the slightest 
sound of that voice which would be quite famiul 
iar to her ears, though it had never spoken a 
word in her hearing? She must certainly fly on 
the wings of the earliest train which would carry 
her toward the old house: but in érder that she 
might do so, she must propitiate her husband, 

So she told her story, She had gone forth, as 
he had bade her. in search of the mustard; and 
then had suddenly lost her way. Up and down 
the house she had wandered, perhaps nearly a 
dozen times. “ Had she met no one v he asked, 
in that raspy, husky whisper. “Surely there 
must have been some one about the hotel 4 No 
Was it possible that she could have been reaming 
one hour, 


about all those hours.” 
dear,” she said. Then there was a question about 
the duration of time, in which both of them wax 
ed angry; and as she became angry, hen husband 
waxed stronger, and as he became violent beneath 
the clothes, thie comfortable ideacreturne ul to her 
thit he Wis hot perhaps so ill as he would 
tobe. She found herself driven to tell him some 
thing about the porter, having to account for that 
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lapse of time by explaining how she had driven 
the poor man to search for the handkerchief 
which she had never lost. 

“Why did you not tell him you wanted the 
mustard 

“My dear!” 

“Whynot? There is nothing to be ashamed 
of in wanting mustard.” 

At one o'clock in the morning! I couldn't 
do it. To tell you the truth, he wasn’t very 
civjl, and I thought that he was—perhaps a 
litte tipsy. Now, my dear, do go to sleep.” 

“Why didn’t vou get the mustard ?”’ 

“There was none there—nowhere at all 
about the room. I went down again and 
searched every where. That's what took me 
so long. They always lock up those kind of 
things at these French hotels. Thev are too 
close-fisted to leave any thing out. When you 
first spoke of it I knew that it would be gone 
when I got there. Now, my dear, do go to 
sleep, because we positively must start in the 
morning.” 3 

“That is impossible,” said he, jumping up 
in the bed. 

“We must go, my dear. I say that we must 
go. After all that has passed, I wouldn't not 
he with Uncle John and my cousin Robert 
to-morrow evening for more—more—more 
than I would venture to say.” 

Bother!” he exclaimed. 

“It's all very well for you to say that, 
Charles, but vou don’t know. [| sav that we 
must go to-morrow, and we will.” 

“T do believe you want to kill me, Mary.” 

“That is very cruel, Charles, and most false, 
and most unjust. As for making you ill, nothing 
could be so bad for you as this wretched place, 
where nobody can get warm either day or night. 
If any thing will cure vour throat for you at once, 
it will be the sea air. And only think how much 
more comfortable they can make vou at Thomp- 
son Hall than any where in this country. I have 
so set my heart upon it, Charles, that I will do it. 
If we are not there to-morrow night, Uncle John 
won't consider us as belonging to the family.” 

*T don’t believe a word of it.” 

* Jane told me so in her letter. I wouldn't let 
you know before because I thought it so unjust. 


. 


“DID YOU GO INTQ ANY BODY's ROOM?” 


But that has been the reason why I've been so 
earnest about it all through.” 

It was a thousand pities that so good a woman 
should have been driven by the sad stress of cir- 
cumstances to tell sy may fibs. One after an- 
other she was compelled to invent them, that 
there might be a way open to her of escaping 
the horrors of a prolonged sojourn in that hotel, 
At length, after much grumbling, he became si- 
lent, and she trusted that he was sleeping. He 
had not as vet said that he would start at the 
required hour in the morning, but she was per- 
fectly deterthined in her own mind that he should 
be made to do so. As he lav there motionless, 
and as she wandered about the room pretending” 
to pack her things, she more than once almost 
resolved that she would tell him every thing. 
Surely then he would be ready to make any ef- 
fort. But there came upon her an idea that he 
might perhaps fail to see all the circumstances, 
and that, so failing, he would insist on remaining 
that he might tender some apology to the injured 
gentleman. An apology might have been very well 
had she not left him there in his misery; but what 
apology would be possible now ? She would have 
to see him and speak to him, and every one in 
the hotel would know every detail of the storv. 
Every one in France would know that it was she 
who had gone to the strange man’s bedside and 
put the mustard plaster on the strange man’s 
throat in the dead of night ! She coukl not tell 
the story even to her husband, lest even her hus 
band should betray her. 

Her own sufferings at the present moment 
were not light. In her perturbation of mind she 
hal foolishly resolved that she would not hers if 
The tragedy of the nicht had seemed 
to her too deep for personal comfort, And then 
how would it be were she to sleep, and have no 
one to call her’ It was. imperative that she 
~hould have all beet powe rs ren for thoroughly 
arousing him. It occurred to her that the serv 
ant of the hotel would certainly run her too short 
of time, She had to work for herself and for 
him tog and therefore she would not sleep. But 
she was very cold, and she put on first a shawl 
over her dressing-gown and then a cloak: She 
could not consume all the remaining hours of the 
night in packing one bag and one portmantean, 
<o that at last she sat down on the marrow red 
ofa, and, looking at her watch, 


hed. 


cotton velvet 


percels ed that as 

vet it was notmuch | Ligh 
o'clock. | tA 


past two 
How was she to get 
through those oth- 
er three long, tedi- 
ous, chilly hours ? 

Then there came 
a voice from the 
bed—“ Ain't you 
coming 

“I hoped you 
were . asleep, my 
dear.” 

“T haven't been 
asleep at all, 
You'd better come, 
if ‘vou don’t mean 
to make yourself 
as ill as I am.” 

“ You are not so 
very bad, are you, 
darling 

“| don’t know 
what vou call bad. 
never felt my 
throat so choked 
in mv life before.” 
Still as she listened she thought that she remem- 
bered his throat to have been more choked If 
the husband of her bosom could play with her 
feelings and deceive her on such an occasion as 
this—then--then—then she thought that she 
would rather not have any husband of her bosom 
atall. But she did creep into bed, and lay down 
beside him without saving another word, 

Of course she slept, but her sleep was not the 
sleep of the blest. At everv striking of the clock 
in the quadrangle she would start up in alarm, 
fearing that she bad let the time goby. Though 
the night was so short, it was verv long to her. 
But he slept like aninfant. She could hear from 
his breathing that he was not quite so well as 
she could wish him to be, but still he was resting 
in beautiful tranquillity, Not onee did he move 
when she started up, as she did so frequently. 
Orders had been given and repeated over and 
over again that they should be called at five. 
The man in the office had almost been angry as 
he assured Mrs. Brown for 
the fourth time that mon- 
sieur and madame would 
most assuredly be waken- 
ed at the appointed time. 
But still she would trust 
to no one, and was up and 
about the room before the 
clock had struck half past 
four. 

In her heart of hearts 
she was very tender to- 
ward her husband. Now, 
in order that he micht 
feel a gleam of warmth 
while he was dressing 
himself, she collected to- 
gether the fragments of 
half-burned wood, and en- 
deavored to make a little 
fire. Then she took out 
from her bag a small pot 
and a patent lamp and 
chocolate. and pre- 
pared for him a warm 
drink, so that he might 
have it instantly as he was 
awakened. She would do 
any thing for him in the 
wavy of ministering to his comfort—only he must 
go! Yes, he certainly must go! 

And then she wondered how that strange man 
was bearing himself atthe present moment. She 
would fain have ministered to him too had it been 
possible; butah! it was soimpossible! Probably 
before this he would have been aroused from his 
trouPMled slumbers. But then—how aroused’ At 
what time. in the night would.the burning heat 
upon his chest have awakened him to a sense of 
torture which must have been so altogether in- 
comprehensible to him’ Her strong imagina- 
tion showed to het a clear picture of the sceche— 
clear, though it must have been done in the dark. 
How he must have tossed and hurled himself un- 
der the clothes! how those strong knees must 
have worked themselves up and down before the 
potent goul of sleep would allow him to return to 
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“ THIS HAS BEEN 


A VERY DISAGREEABLE ACCIDENT.” 


perfect consciousness ! how his fingers, restrain- 
el by no reason, would have trampled over his 
feverish throat, scattering every where that un- 
happy poultice! Then when he should have sat 
up wilde awake, but still in the dark—with her 
mind's eve she saw it all—feeling that some fire 
as from the infernal regions had fallen upon him, 
Hut whence he would know not, how fiefaaly wild 
would he the working of his spirit! Ah, new she 
knew, now she felt, now she acknowledged, how 
bound she had been to awaken him at the mo- 
ment, whatever might have been the personal in- 
convenience to herself! In such a position what 
would he do—or rather what had he done? She 
could follow much of it in her own thoughts: 
how he would scramble madlv from his bed/and, 
with one hand still on his throat, would snatch 
hurriedly at the matches with the other. How 
the light would come, and how then he would 
rush to the mirror. Ah, what a sight he would 
behold! She could see it all to the last wide- 
spread daub. 

But she could not see, she could not tell her- 
self, what in such a position a man would do; at 
any rate, not what that man would do. Her hus- 
hank, she thought, would tell his wife, and then 
the two of them, between them, would—put up 
with it. 

There are misfortunes which, if they be pab- 
lished, are simply aggravated by ridicule. But 
she remembered the features of the stranger as 
she had seen them at that instant in which she 
had dropped his beard, and she thought that there 
was a ferocity in them, a certain tenacity of self- 
impoptgate, which would not permit their owner 
to endgre such treatment in silence. Would he 
not stoNn and rage, and ring the bell, and call all 
Paris to Kitness his revenge ? 

But the Storming and the raging had not reach- 


ed her vet, and now it wanted but a quarter to 


five. In three-quarters of an hour they would be 
in that demi-omnibus which they had ordered for 
themselves, and in half an hour after that thes 
would be fiving toward Thompson Hall. Then 
she allowed herself to think of those coming com- 
fortsa—of those comforts so sweet, if onl thev 
would come! That very day now present to her 
was the 24th December, and on that very evening 
she would be sitting in Christmas jov among all 
her uncles and cousins, holding her new brother 
in-law affectionately by the hand. Ob, what a 
change from Pandemonium to Paradise! from 
that wretched room, from that miserable house 
in which there was such ample cause for fear, to 
all the domestie Christmas bliss of the home of 
the Thompsons! She resolved that she wouhd 
not, at any rate, be deterred by any light 
tion on thepart of her husband. “ It wants just 
to five,” she said, putting her hand 
stedlily upon his shoulder, “and Pll get a cup of 
chocdTate for vou, so that vou may get up com. 
fortably.” 

“I've been thinking about it.” he said. rubbing 
his eves with the back of his hands. “It will be 
so much better to go over by the mail-train to 
nicht. We should be in tithe for Christmas just 
the same.” 

‘That will not do at all.” she answered. ener- 
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getically. ‘Come, Charles, afterall the trouble, 
do not disappoint me.” 

“Jt is such a horrid grind.” 

“Think what I have gone through—what I 
have done for you! 
there, among them all. You won't be so little 
like a man as not to go on now.” He threw 
himself back upon the bed, and tried to re-adjust 
the clothes round his neck. ‘No, Charles, no,” 
she continued; “not if I know it. Take your 
chocolate and getup. There is not a moment to 
be lost.” With that she laid her hand upon his 
shoulder, and made him clearly understand that 
he would not be allowed to take further rest in 
that bed. 

Grumbling, sulky, coughing continually, and 
declaring that life under such circumstances was 
not worth having, he did at last get up and dress 
himself. When once she knew that he was obey- 
ing her, she became again tender to him, and cer- 
tainly took much more than her own share of the 
trouble of the proceedings. Long before the time 
was up she was ready, and the porter had been 
summoned to take the luggage down stairs. When 
the man came, she was rejoiced to see that it was 
not he whom she had met among the passages 
during her nocturnal rambles. He shouldered 
the box, and told them that they would find cof- 
fee and bread and butter in the small salle a man- 
ger below. 

“T told vou that it would be so, te would 
boil that stuff,” said the ungrateful mart, who had 
nevertheless swallowed the hot chocolate when it 
was given to him. 

They followed their luggage down into the hall; 
but as she went, at every step, the lady looked 
around her. She dreaded the sight of that por- 
ter of the night; she feared lest some potential 
authority of the hotel should come to her and ask 
her some horridquestion ; but of ali her fears her 
greatest fear was that there should arise before 
her an apparition of that face which she had seen 
recumbent on its pillow. 

As they passed the door of the great salon, 
Mr. Brown looked in. “ Why, there it is still!” 
said he. 

“What?” said she, trembling in every limb. 

“The mustard pot.” 

“They have put it in there since,” she exclaim- 
ed, energetically, in her despair. “ But never mind. 
The omnibus is here. Come away.” And she 
absolutely took him by the arm. 

But at that moment a door behind them open- 
ed, and Mrs. Brown heard herself called by her 
name, And there was the night-porter—with a 
handkerchief in his hand. But the further do- 
ings of that morning must be told in a further 
chapter. 


— 


CHAPTER IV. 


: MRS. BROWN DOES ESCAPE. 


Ir had been’ visible to Mrs. Brown from the first 
moment of her arrival on the ground-floor that 
“something was the matter,” if we may be allow- 
ed to use such a phrase ; and she felt all but con- 
vinced that thisesomething had reference to her. 
She fancied that the péople of the hotel were 
looking at her as she swallowed, or tried to swal- 
low, her coffee. When her husband was paying 
the bill there was something disagreeable in the 
eve of the man who was taking the money. Her 
sufferings were very great, and no one sympa- 
thized with her. Her husband owas quite at his 
ease, except that he was *omplaining of the cold. 
When she was anxious to get him out into the 
carriage, he still stood there leisurely, arranging 
shawl after shawl around his throat. “ You can 
do that quite as well in the omnibus,” she had 
just said to him, very crossly, when there appear- 


ed upon the scene through a side door that very - 


night-porter whom she dreaded, with a soiled 
pocket-handkerchief in his hand. 

Even before the sound of her own name met 
her ears, Mrs. Brown knew it all. She under- 
stood the full horror of her position from that 
man’s hostile face, and from the little article 
which he held in his hand. If during the watch- 
es of the night she had had money in her pocket, 
if she had made a friend of this greedy fellow by 
well-timed liberality, all might have been so dif- 
ferent! But she reflected that she had allowed 
him to go unfeed after all his trouble,-and she 
knew that he was.her enemy. It was the hand- 
kerchief that she feared. She thought that she 
might have blazoned out any thing but that. No 
one had seen her enter or leave that strange man’s 
room. No one had seen her dip her hands in 
that jar. She had, no doubt, been found wander- 
ing about the house while the slumberer had been 
made to suffer so strangely, and there might have 
been suspicion, and perhaps accusation. But she 
would have been ready with frequent protesta- 
tions to deny all charges made against her, and 
though no one might have believed her, no one 
could have convicted her. Here, however, was 
evidence against which she would be unable to 
stand fora moment. At the first glance she ac- 
knowledged the potency of that damning morsel 
of linen. 

During all the horrors of the night she had 
never given a thought to the handkerchief, and 
vet she ought to have known that the evidence 
it would bring against her was palpable and cer- 
tain. Her name, “ M. Brown,” was plainly writ- 
ten on the corner. What a fool she had been 
not to have thought of this! Had she but re- 
membered the plain marking which she, as a care- 
ful, well-conducted British matron, had put upon 
all her clothes, she would at any hazard have re- 
covered the article. O-that she had waked the 
man, or bribed the porter, or even told her hus- 
band! But now she was, as it were, friendless, 
without support, without a word that she could 
say in her own defense, convicted of having com- 
mitted this assault upon a strange man as he 
slept in his own bedroom, and then of having left 
him! The thing must be explained by the truth; 
but how to explain such truth, how to tell such 


In twelve hours we shall be~ 
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story in a way to satisfy injured folk, and she 
with only barely time sufficient to catch the train ! 
Then it oceurred to her that they could have no 
legal right to stop her because the pocket-hand- 
kerchief had been found in a strange gentleman's 
bedroom. ‘“ Yes, it is mine,” she said, turning 
to her husband, as the porter, with a loud voice, 
asked if she were not Madame Brown. “Take 
it, Charles, and come on.”” Mr. Brown naturally 
stood still in astonishment. He did put out his 
hand, but the porter would not allow the evidence 
to pass so readily out of his custody. 

“ What does it all mean ?” asked Mr. Brown. 

“A gentleman has been—eh—eh—  Some- 
thing has been done to a gentleman in his bed- 
room,” said the clerk. 

“Something done to a gentleman !” 
Mr. Brown. 

“Something very bad indeed,” said the porter. 
“ Lopk here,” and he showed the condition of the 
handkerchief. 

“Charles, we shall lose the train,’ 
frighted wife. 

“What the mischief docs it all mean ?” de- 
manded the husband. 

“ Did madame go into the gentleman's room ?” 
asked the clerk. Then there was an awful silence, 
and all eves were fixed upon the lady. 

“ What does it all mean ?”’ demanded the hus- 
band. “ Did you go into any body's room ?”’ 

“| did,” said Mrs. Brown, with much dignity, 
looking round upon her enemies as a stag at bay 
will look upon the hounds which are attacking 
him. “Give me the handkerchief.” But the 
night- porter quickly put it behind his back. 
“Charles, we can not allow ourselves to be de- 
layed. You shall write a letter to the keeper of 
the hotel explaining it all.” Then she essaved 
to swim out through the front-door into the court- 
vard, in which the vehicle was waiting for them. 
But three or four men and women, interposed 
themselves, and even her husband did not seem 
quite ready to continue his journey. “ To-night 
is Christmas-eve,” said Mrs. Brown, “‘ and we shall 
not be at Thompson Hall. is 


repeated 


said the af- 


Think of my sister! 

“Why did you go into the man’s bedroom, my 
dear ?” whispered Mr. Brown in English. 

But the porter heard the whisper, and under- 
stood the language—the porter who had not been 
“tipped.” “ Ye’es—vy?” asked’ the porter. 

“It was a mistake, Charles; there is not a mo- 
ment to lose. I can explain it all to you in the 
carriage.” Then the clerk suggested that ma- 
dame had better postpone her journey a little. 
The gentleman up stairs had certainly been very 
badly treated, and had demanded to know why 
so great an outrage had been perpetrated. ‘The 
clerk said that he did not wish to send for the 
police (here Mrs. Brown gasped terribly, and threw 
herself on her husband’s shoulder), but he did not 
think he could allow the party to go till the gen- 
tleman up stairs had received some satisfaction. 
It had now become clearly impossible that the 
journey could be made by the early train. Even 
Mrs. Brown gave it up herself, and demanded of 
her husband that she should be taken back to her 
bedroom. 

“But what is to be sdid to the gentleman ®” 
asked the porter. 

Of course it was impossible that Mrs. Brown 
should be made to tell her story there in the pres- 
ence of them all. The clerk, when he found he 
had succeeded in preventing her from leaving 
the house, was satisfied with a promise from Mr. 
Brown that he would inquire from his wife what 
were these mysterious circumstances, and would 
then come down to the office and give some ex- 
planation. If it were necessary, he would see the 
strange gentleman—whom he now ascertained to 
be a certain Mr. Jones, returning from the east of 
Europg,. He learned also that this Mr. Jones had 
been frost anxious to travel by that very morning 
train which he and his wife had intended to use, 
that Mr. Jones had been most particular in giving 
his orders accordingly, but that at the last mo- 
ment he had declared himself to be unable even 
to dress himself, because of the injury which had 
been done him during the night. When Mr. Brown 
heard this from the clerk just before he was al- 
lowed to take his wife up stairs, while she was 
sitting on a sofa in a corner with her face hid- 
den, a look of awful gloom came over his own 
countenance. What could it be that his wife 
had done to the man, of so terrible a nature ? 
“You had better.come up with me,” he said to 
her, with marital severity; and the poor cowed 
woman went with him tamely as might have done 
some patient Grizel. Not a word was spoken till 
they were in the room and the door was locked. 
“ Now,” said he, “ what does it all mean ?” 

It was not till nearly two hours had passed 
that Mr. Brown came down the stairs very slow- 
ly, turning it all over in his mind. He had now 
gradually heard the absolute and exact truth, and 
had very gradually learned to believe it. It was 
first necessary that he should understand that his 
wife had told him many fibs during the night; 
but, as she constantly alleged to him, when he 
complained of her conduct in this respect, they 
had all been told on his behalf. Had she not 
struggled to get the mustard for his comfort, and 
when she had secured the prize had she not hur- 
ried to put it on—as she had fondly thought—his 
throat? And though she had fibbed to him aft- 
erward, had she not done so in order that he 
might not be troubled? “You are not angry 
with me because | was in that man’s room ?”’ she 
asked, looking full into his eyes, but not quite 
without a sob. He paused a moment, and then 
declared, with something of a true husband's con- 
fidence in his tone, that he was not in the least 
angry with her on that account. Then she kissed 
him, and bade him remember that, after all, no 
one could really injure them. “ What harm has 
been done, Charles? The gentleman won't die 


because he has had a mustard plaster on sl 


throat. The worst is about Uncle John and de 
Jane. They dothink so much of Christmas-eve 
at Thompson Hall !” 


Mr. Brown, when he again found himself in the 
clerk's office, requested that his card might be 
taken up to Mr. Jones. Mr. Jones had sent down 
his own card, which was handed to Mr. Brown: 
“Mr. Barnaby Jones.” “And how was it all, 
Sir?” asked the clerk, in a whisper—a whisper 
which had at the same time something of authori- 
tative demand and something also of submissive 
respect. The clerk, of course, was anxious to 
know the mystery. It is hardly too much to say 
that every one in that vast hotel was by this time 


anxious to have the mystery unraveled. But Mr. 
Brown would tell nothing to any one. “It is 


merely a matter to be explained between me and 
Mr. Jones,” he said. The card was taken up 
stairs, and after a while he was ushered into Mr. 
Jones’s room. It was, of course, that very 353 
with which the reader is already acquainted. 
There was a fire burning, and the remains of Mr. 
Jones’s breakfast were on the table. He was sit- 
ting in his dressing-gown and Slippers, pieh his 
shirt open in the front, and a silk hay kerchiet 
very loosely covering his throat. Mr/ Brown, as 
he entered the room, of course looked with con- 
siderable anxiety at the gentleman of whose con- 
dition he had heard so sad an account; but he 
could only observe some considerable stiffness of 
movement and demeanor as Mr. Jones turned his 
head round to greet him. 

“This has been a very disagreeable accident, 
Mr. Jones,” said the husband of the lady. 

“Accident! I don’t know how it could have 
been an accident. It has been a most—most— 
most—a most monstrous—er—er—I must savy, 
interference with a gentleman’s privacy and per- 
sonal comfort.” 

“Quite so, Mr. Jones, but—on the part of the 
lady, who is my wife—” 

“So I understand. I myself am about to be- 
come a married man, and I can understand what 
your feelings must be. I wish to say as little 
as possible to harrow them.” Here Mr. Brown 


bowed. “ But—there’s the fact. She did do if 
“She thought it was—me !” J 


“What!” 

“I give you my word as a gentleman, Mr. 
Jones. When she was putting that mess upon 
you, she thought it was me! She did indeed.” 

Mr. Jones looked at his new acquaintance and 
shook his head. He did not think it possible 
that any woman would make such*a mistake as 
that. 

“T had a very bad sore throat,’ continued Mr. 
Brown, “and indeed you may perceive it still”’— 
in saying this he perhaps aggravated a little the 
sign of his distemper—‘‘and I asked Mrs. Brown 
‘to go down and get one—just what she put on 
you.” . 

“T wish you'd had it,” said Mr. Jones, putting 
his hand up to his neck. 

“T wish I had, for your sake as well as mine, 
and for hers, poor woman. I don’t know when 
she will get over the shock.” 

“T don’t know when I shall. And it has 
stopped me on my journey. I was to have been 
to-night, this very night, this Christmas-eve, with 
the young lady I am engaged to marry. Of 
course I couldn't travel. The extent of the in- 
jury done nobody can imagine at present.” 

“It has been just as bad to me, Sir. We were 
to have been with our family this Christmas-eve. 
There were particular reasons—most particular. 
We were only hindered from going by hearing 
of your condition.” 

“Why did she come into my room at all? I 
can’t understand that. <A lady always knows her 
own room at a hotel.” 

“353—that’s yours; 333—that’s ours. Don’t 
you see how easy it was? She had lost her way, 
and she was a little afraid lest the thing should 
fall down.” 

“T wish it had, with all my heart.” 

“That’s how it was. Now I'm sure, Mr. Jones, 
vou'll take a lady’s apology. It was a most un- 
fortunate mistake—most unfortunate; but what 
more can be said ?” 

Mr. Jones gave himself up to reflection for a 
few moments before he replied to this. He sup- 
posed that he was bound to believe the story as 
far as it went. At any rate, he did not know 
how he could say-that he did not believe it. It 
seemed to him to be almost incredible, especially 
incredible in regard to that personal mistake, for, 
except that they both had long beards and brown 
beards, Mr. Jones thought that there was no 
point of resemblance between himself and Mr. 
Brown. But still, even that, he felt, must be ac- 
cepted. But then why had he been left, desert- 
ed, to undergo all those torments? “She found 
out her mistake at last, I suppose ?” he said. 

“Oh yes.” 

“Why didn’t she wake a fellow and take it 
off again ?” 

* 

“She can’t have cared very much for a man’s 
comfort, when she went away and left hii like 
that.” 

“Ah! there was the difficulty, Mr. Jones.’ 

“Difficulty! Who was it that had done it? 
To come to me in my Dedroom in the middle of 
the night and put that thing on me, and then 
leave it there and say nothing about it! It seems 
to me deyfipd like a practical joke.” 

“No, MiB Jones.” 

“That@the way I look at it,’ 
plucking up his courage. 

“There isn’t a woman in all England or in all 
France less likely to do such a thing than my 
wife. She’s as steady as a rock, Mr. Jones, and 
would no more go into another gentleman's bed- 
room in joke than— Oh dear no! You're :so- 
ing to be a married man yourself.” 

“Unless all this makes a difference,” said Mr. 
Jones, almost in tears. “I had sworm that I 
would be with her this Christmas-eve.”’ 

“Oh, Mr. Jones, I can not believe that will in- 
terfere with your happiness. How could vou 


said Mr, Jones, 


think that your wife, as is to be, would de such 
a thing as that in joke?” 
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“She wouldn't do it at all, joke or any war.” 

“How can you tell what accident might hap. 
pen to any one?” 

“She'd have wakened the man, then, after- 
ward. I’m sure she would. She would never 
have left him to suffer in that way. Her heart 
is too soft. Why didn’t she send you to wake 
me and explain it all? That’s what my Jane 
would have done; and I should have gone and 
wakened him. But the whole thing is impossi- 
ble,” he said, shaking his head as he remember- 
ed that he and his Jane were not in a condition 
as yet to undergo any such mutual trouble. At 
last Mr. Jones was brought to acknowledge that 
nothing more could be done. The lady had sent 
hér apology and told her story, and he must bear 
the trouble and inconvenience to which she had 
subjected him. He still, however, had his own 
opinion about her-conduct generally, and could 
not be brought to give any sign of amity. He 
simply bowed when Mr. Brown was hoping to in- 
duce him to shake hands, and sent no word of 
pardon to the great offender. ‘ 

The matter, however, was so far concluded that 
there was no further question of police interfer- 
ence, nor any doubt but that the lady, with her 
husband, was to be allowed to leave Paris by the 
night train. The nature of the accident proba- 
bly became known to all. Mr. Brown was inter- 
rogated by many, and though he professed to 
declare that he would answer no question, never- 
theless he found it better to tell the clerk some- 
thing of the truth than to allow the matter to be 
shrouded in mystery. It is to be feared that Mr. 
Jones, who did not once show himself through 
the dav, but who emploved the hours in endeav- 
oring to assuage the injury done hin, still lived 
in the conviction that the lady had played a prac- 
tical joke on him. But the subject of such a 
joke never talks about iftpeawd Mr. Jones could 
not be induced to speak even by the friendly ad- 
heynee of the night-porter. 

Irs. Brown also clung to the seclusion of her 
own bedroom, never once stirring from it till the 
time came in which she was to be taken down to 
the omnibus. Up stairs she ate her meals, and 
up stairs she passed her time in packing and un- 
packing, and in requesting that telegrams might 
be sent repeatedly to Thompson Hall. In the 
course of the day two such telegrams were sent, 
in the latter of which the Thompson family were 
assured that the Browns would arrive probably 
in time for breakfast on Christmas-day, certainly 
in time for church. She asked more than once 
tenderly after Mr. Jones’s welfare, but could ob- 
tain no information. “He was very cross, and 
that’s all I know about it,” said Mr. Brown. Then 
she made a remark as to the gentleman’s Chris- 
tian name, which appeared on the card as “ Bar- 
naby.” “My sister's husband’s name will be 
Barnaby,” she said. “And this man’s Christian 
name is Barnaby; that’s all the difference,” said 
her husband, with ill-timed jocularity. 

We all know how people under a cloud are apt 
to fail in asserting their personal dignity. On the 
former day a separate vehicle had been ordered 
by Mr. Brown to take himself and his wife to the 
station, but now, after his misfortunes, he con- 
tented himself with such provision as the people 
at the hotel might make for him. At the ap- 
pointed hour he brought his wife down, thickly 
veiled. Theré were many strangers, as she passed 
through the hall, ready to look at the lady who 
had done that wonderful thing in the dead of 
night, but none could see a feature of her face as 
she stepped across the hall and was hurried into 
the omnibus. And there were mang eves also on 
Mr. Jones, who followed her very quickly, for he 
also, in spite of his sufferings, was leaving Paris 
on the evening in order that he might be with his 
English friends on Christmas-day. He, as he went 
through the crowd, assumed an air of great digni- 
ty, to which, perhaps, something was added by his 
endeavors as he walked to save his poor throat 
from irritation. He, too, got into the same omni- 
bus, stumbling over the feet of his enemy in the 
dark. At the station thev‘got their tickets, one 
close after the other, and then ‘were brought into 
each other's presence in the waiting-room. I think 
it must be acknowledged that here Mr. Jones was 
conscious not only of her presence, but of her con- 
sciousness of his presence, and that he assumed 
an attitude as though he should have said, ‘* Now 
do you think it possible for me to believe that 
you mistook me for your husband?” She was 
perfectly quiet,-but sat through that quarter of an 
hour with her face continually veiled. Mr. Brown 
made some little overture of conversation to Mr. 
Jones, but Mr. Jones, though he did mutter some 
reply, showed plainly enough that he had no de- 
sire for further intercourse. Then came the ac- 
customed stampede, the awful rush, the interne- 
cine struggle in which seats had to be ages 
Seats, I fancy, are regularly found, even by the 
most tardy, but it alwavs appears that every Brit- 
ish father and every British husband is actuated 
at these stormy moments by a conviction that un- 
less he proves himself a very Hereules he and his 
daughters and his wife will be left desolate in 
Paris. Mr. Brown was quite Herculean, carrying 
two bags and a hat-box in his own hands, besides 
the cloaks, the coats, the rugs, the sticks, and the 
umbrellas. But when he had got himself and his 
wife well seated, with their faces to the engine, 
with a corner seat for her—there was Mr. Jones 
immediately opposite to her. Mr. Jones, as soon 
as he perceived the inconvenience of his position, 
made a scramble for another place, but he was 
too late. In that contiguity the journey as far as 
Calais had to be made. She, poor woman, nev- 
er once took up her veil. There he sat, with- 
out closing an eve, stiff as a ramred, sometimes 
showing by little uneasy gestures that the trou- 
ble at his neck was still there, but never speak- 
ing a word, and hardly moving a limb. 

Crossing from Calais to Dover the lady was, of 
course, separated from ler victim. The passage 
was very bad, and she more than once reminded 
her husband how well it would have been with 
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them now had they pursued their journey as she 
had intended—as though they had been detained 
in Paris by his fault! Mr. Jones, as he laid him- 
self down on his back, gave himself up to won- 
dering whether any man before him had ever been 
made subject to such absolute injustice. Now 
and again he put his hand up to his own beard, 
and began to doubt whether it could have been 
moved, as it must have been moved, without wak- 
ing him. What if chloroform had been used ? 
Many such»syspicions crossed his mind during the 
misery of thatpassage. 

They were again together in the same railway 
carriage from Dover to London. They had now 
got used to the close neighborhood, and knew how 
to endure each the presenc?t of the other. But as 
yet Mr. Jones had never seen the lady’s face. He 
longed to know what were the features of the 
woman who had been so blind—if indeed that 
story were true. Or if it were not true, of what 
like was the woman who would dare in the mid- 
dle of the night to'play such a trick asthat. But 
still she kept her veil close over her face. 

From Cannon Street the Browns took their de- 
parture in a cab for the Liverpool Street Station, 
whence they would be conveyed by the Eastern 
Counties Railway to Stratford. Now, at any rate, 
their troubles were over. They would be in am- 
ple time not only for Christmas-day church, but 
for Christmas-day breakfast. “It will be just 
the same as getting in there last night,” said Mr. 
Brown, as he walked across the platform to place 
his wife in the carriage for Stratford. She en- 
tered it the first, and as she did so, there she saw 
Mr. Jones seated in the corner! Hitherto she 
had borne his presence well, but now she could 
not restrain herself from a little start and a little 
scream. He bowed his head very slighily, as 
though acknowledging the compliment, and then 
down she dropped her veil. When they arrived 
at Stratford, the journey being over in a quarter 
of an hour, Jones was out of the carriage even 
before the Browns. 

“There is Uncle Jolin’s carriage,” said Mrs, 
Brown, thinking that now, at any rate, she would 
be able to free herself from the presence of this 
terrible stranger. No doubt he was a handsome 
man to look at, but on no face so sternly hostile 
had she ever before fixed her eyes. She did not, 
perhaps, reflect that the owner of no other face 

had ever been so deeply injured by herself. 
[TO BE CONTINUED. 
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“LOVE THAT HATH US IN HIS NET.” 
By MISS BRADDON, 


Avrnor or “Lapy Sroner,” “A Srrance 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 
CAUGHT IN THE TOILS. 


Ten o'clock struck with sweet and solemn 
chime from the old square tower of the parish 
church as Gilbert Sinclair opened the lattice and 
stood by the open window of his dressing-room 
waiting. There was not a leaf stirring in the 
garden, not a shadow save the motionless shad- 
ows of the trees. No light in the windows of 
the balcony room. The stars brightened in the 
clear gray, and in the soft twilight of summer 
all things were dimly defined —not dark, but 
shadowy. 

The quarter chimed from the church tower be- 
hind the trees yonder, and still there was no 
movement in the garden. Gilbert stood motion- 
less, his watch divided between the old Dutch 
garden with its geometrical flower beds and stone 
sun-dial, and the windows of the balcony reom. 
As the sound of the church clock dwindled slow- 
ly into silence a light appeared in the centre 
window, a candle held in a woman’s hand, and 
raised above her head. Gilbert could but faint- 
ly distinguish the dark figure in the feeble glim- 
mer of that single candle before figure and light 
vanished. 

A signal, evidently, for a minute later a man’s 
figure appeared from the angle of the hedge, 
where it had been hidden in shadow. A man— 
tall, strongly built—yes, just the figure that pa- 
tient watcher expected—stepped lightly across 
the garden, carefully keeping to the narrow gravel- 
paths, leaving no tell-tale foot-print on flower bed 
or box border.’ He reached the iron stair, mount- 
ed it swiftly, had his foot on the balcony, when 
Gilbert Sinclair fired, with the unerring aim of a 
practiced sportsman and the firm hand of a man 
who has made up his mind for the worst. 

The figure reeled, swayed for a moment on the 
topmost step, and then rolled backward down 
the light iron stair, shaking it with the force of 
the fall, and sank in a heap on the gravel-path 
below. 

Gilbert waited, expecting to be thrilled by a 
woman’s piercing shriek, the despairing cry of a 
guilty soul; but no such ery came. All was dark- 
ness in the baleony room. He fancied he saw a 
figure approach the window and look out, but 
whatever that shape was it vanished before he 
could verify his doubts. 

He went over to the chimney-piece and put 
away his gun as coolly as if the purpose for which 
he had just used it were the most ordinary busi- 
ness of daily lite, oat mechanical tranquil- 
lity bad very little significance. It was rather 
the stolidity of a sleep-walker than the calmness 
of a mind that realizes the weight and measure 
of its acts. He went back to the window. There 


lay the figure, huddled in a formless heap as it 
had fallen, hideously foreshortened from Gilbert's 
point of sight. 
loose gravel. 
cony room. 


The open hands clutched the 
No sound, no light yet in the bal- 


“She does not know what has happened,” said 
Gilbert, grimly. “I had better go and tell her.” 

He unlocked his door and went out in the cor- 
ridor. His wife’s bedroom opened out of the 
balcony room. The child slept in a smaller room 
adjoining that. He went into the balcony room 
and found it empty, then opened the bedroom 
door and paused on the threshold, looking in. 

Impossible to imagine a more peaceful picture 
than that which met the husband's eves. A 
night-lamp shed a faint light over the white-cur- 
tained bed, an open book and an extinguished 
candle on a little table by the bedside showed 
that Constance had read herself to sleep. The 
door of the inner room stood half open, and Gil- 
bert could ste the little white crib, and the sleep- 
ing child. The mother’s face was hardly less 
placid m its repose than the child’s. 

Gilbert Sinclair felt as if this world and this 
life were one inextricable confusion. The anony- 
mous letter had told him where and when to 
watch—and the writer of that letter had kept 
faith with him so far, since he had not watched 
in vain—but this spectacle of innocent repose, 
the mother sleeping near the child, was hardly in 
keeping. Gilbert paused irresolute, and then 
went to his wife’s bedside and roused her rough- 
ly with his strong hand upon her arm. 

The dark blue eyes opened suddenly and look- 
ed at him full of bewilderment. 
“Gilbert! Back to-night ? 
you. Why do you look at me like that? 

has happened ?” 

“Can’t you guess ? 
You had made your plans accordingly. 
made an appointment with your lover.” 

“ Gilbert, are you mad ?” 

“He has not disappointed you —he is here. 
(ret up and come and see him. Quick. He is 
Waiting.” 

“Gilbert, what have you been doing? where 
have you been? Calm yourself, for Heaven's 
sake.” 

She had risen and put on her slippers and 
dressing-gown, seared by her husband's look and 
the words, not knowing whether to think him 
mad or drunk—recalling with a shudder that 
other scene in the summer-house, and expecting 
some new violence. He would kill her, perhaps. 
She trembled a little, believing herself in the 
power of a madman, but tried to be calm. 

“Come,” he said, grasping her wrist, “I am 
too much a gentleman to let your lover wait yon- 
der—on the threshold of his own house too. 
Strange that he should try to sneak in like a 
burglar, when he will be master here in a few 
days.” 

He dragged her into the next room, and to the 
balcony. 

“Pray don’t be so violent, Gilbert. I will 
come any where you please,” she said, gravely. 

From the balcony she saw that prostrate figure 
at the foot of the stairs, and gave a faint cry of 
horror. : 

_“ Gilbert, what have you done 

“My duty as a man. I should loathe myself 
if I had done less.” 

She followed him down the steps, trembling in 
every limb, and clung to him as he knelt by the 
motionless figure, and turned the face upward to 
the faint light of a new risen moon. 

A very familiar face, but not the one Gilbert 
Sinclair expected to see. The face of his ally, 
James Wyatt, gray with the dull gray of death, 
but not distorted. A mean, false face in life or 
death; but death brought out the dominant ex- 
pression a little more forcibly than. life had 
done. 

“ Gilbert, what have you done ? 
stance, sobbing hysterically. 

“ Murder,” answered her husband, with a stolid 
despair. “I hated this fellow badly enough, but 
I didn’t mean to kill him. I meant to kill Sir 
Cyprian Davenant, with whom you had made an 
appointment to-night, counting on my absence.” 

“Gilbert, what have I ever done that you 
should think me the vilest of women? I have 
never wronged you by one thought about Cyprian 
Davenant which you might not know, I have 
never spoken a word to him which you might not 
hear—you and all the world. Your jealousy of 
him has been madness from first to last, and now 
it has ended in murder.” 

“| have been trapped somehow. 
has stt_a snare for me.” 

ote to do? 
dead?” 

“Yes; the swan shot finished him. I aimed 
under his shoulder, where I knew it would be 
fatal. What am I to do?—cut and run, I sup- 
pose.” 

“ Yes, go, go; it is your only chance. No one 
knows yet. Go, for God’s sake, this moment.” 

“And leave you with a corpse on the prem- 
ises Y—rather cowardly that.” 

“ Don’t think of me—it is life or death for you. 
You must go, Gilbert. There is no help. Go, or 
you will be taken and tried’ and hanged,” cried 
Constance, clinging to the iron rail, trembling, 
very cold, the ground reeling under her feet. 

“ Yes, that’s the natural sequence. Fool, fool, 
fool! An anonymous scribbler. What can have 
brought him here, and to the windows of your 
room’? Constance, what does it mean? Do you 
know why this man came?” 

But Constance could not answer him. 
fallen, fainting, on the iron stair. 

Gilbert carried her back to her room, and laid 
her on her bed. She would come to her senses 
soon enough, no doubt, poor wretch, he thought, 
hopelessly. He hurried back to his victim, in- 
tent upon finding some clew to Wyatt’s presence 
in that place to-night. He ransacked the dead 
man’s pockets, took out a bundle of letters, put 
them in his breast pocket, and left the garden by 
the little gate in the holly hedge. The church 
clock chimed the half hour as he entered the 
park. It seemed to him as if that last quarter 
of an hour had been half a lifetime. Now tor 
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the first time he drew breath, and began to think 
what he ought to do. Cut and run; yes, as his 
wife said, that was about his only chance. 

He stopped for a minute among the shadows 
of the tall old elms, gaunt, ragged old trunks from 
which wintry blasts 'and~summer storms” had 
swept many a limb, stopped to “ pull himself to- 
gether,” in his own phraseology, and settle what 
he should do. 

There was an up train—the last—due at the 
little station yonder at ten minutes before eleven. 
If he could catch that and sleep at his old hotel 
—the place where he was known—and his rooms 
taken for to-night? He would have to run for 
it, but it might be done; and there was an alibi 
established at once, provided no one saw him at 
the station. 

He reached the rough little by-road leading to 
the station breathless, as the bell rang. He did 
not go into the station, where the porters might 
have recognized him, but scrambled up the em- 
bankment upon which the station-master grew his 
potatoes and strawberry plants, and was on the 
platform, at the end furthest from the waiting- 
room and ticket office, as the train came in. It 
was full of market people, soldiers or militia, 
noisy excursionists. He opened a crowded third- 
class carriage with his key and got in among the 
rabble. A sergeant in an advanced state of beer 
was inclined to resent the intrusion, a woman 
with a baby seconded the sergeant. The atmos- 
phere was cloudy with the reek of bad tobacco. 
Not much chance of recognition here. 

He had his season ticket, but did not care to 
show it. The train had only come from Maid- 
stone. He thought it safer to pay his fare through 
at the station where tickets were examined. 

It was not quite midnight when Mr. Sinclair 
drove up to his hotel—a small house in St. James’s, 
chiefly affected by men about town. 

“Koom ready, James? Yes, of course it is. 
You got my telegram yesterday. Been dining 
with some fellows. You can bring me a brandy- 
and-soda up stairs. That's all.” 

“Sorry the horse lost, Sir,” said the man, with 
respectful sympathy. 

‘What horse?” asked Gilbert, with a vacant 
look. 

“ Beg your pardon, Sir—Goblin, Sir. Thought 
he was safe to win the Cup. Took the liberty to 
make my little venture on him. You bein’ a old 
customer, you see, Sir, and all of us feelin’ inter- 
ested in him on that account.” 

“That was a good fellow. The ground was 
too hard for him—goes better in the dirt.” 

He went up to his bedroom after this brief col- 
loquy, leaving the head waiter under the impres- 
sion that Mr. Sinclair had been dining rather 
more freely than usual. 

‘“ Didn’t seem to understand me when I spoke 
to him about his own ’oss,” said the waiter to his 
friends in council; “stared at me reg’lar mazed.” 

“ Ah, pore feller, he’s ‘it pretty ’ard to-day, you 
may depend.” 

Mr. Sinclair’s last order to the waiter who car- 
ried the brandy-and-soda to his bedroom was to 
be called at half past six next morning. 

“ You'll have a cab at the door at a quarter 
past seven,” he said; “1 want to catch the seven- 
thirty train into Kent. I ought to have got home 
to-night if I could have done it.” 

“Yes, Sir—half past seven, Sir. Any thing 
particular you would like for breakfast ?” 

“ Oh, any thing.” 

“ 4 bit of fish, Sir, and a spatch-cock, or a dev- 
il?” suggested the waiter, pertinaciously. Noth- 
ing can subdue that solicitude to obtain an order 
which is the waiter’s ruling passion. 

“ Fish—flesh—any thing,” cried Gilbert, kick- 
ing off his boots. 

‘A salmon cutlet, Sir, with Dutch soss ?” 

“ An elephant, if you like. Get me the cab at 
a quarter past seven. A hansom, with a good 
horse.” 

“ Yes, Sir, an ‘ansom and a fast ‘oss. 
Tea or coffee, Sir?” 

Mr. Sinclair banged his door in the waiter’s 
face. 

“The Baron Osy starts at eight to-morrow,” 
said Gilbert, referring to his Bradshaw, the only 
literature he carried about him constantly. “I 
shall be in Antwerp on Saturday.” 

Then, after a pause, he asked himself, 

“ Might it not be wiser to hold my ground and 
trust to the chapter of accidents? Who is to 
bring that traitor’s death home to mé¥ I sleep 
here to-night. No one saw me at Davenant.” 

Again, after another interval of thought, 

“ How can I[ be sure that no one saw me yon- 
der? These things are always brought home to 
aman somehow. <A child—a dog—an idiot—the 
halt—dumb—blind— some unexpected witness 
rises up against him, and puts the rope round his 
neck. My best chance is to put the seas between 
me and acoroner’s jury. First, Antwerp, and then 
a steamer for South America—Carthagena, or 
some lawless place where a man might laugh at 
extradition treaties. Besides, I'm sick of it all at 
home—too sick to stand to my guns and outface 
suspicion—and live in this country with that 
dead man’s face staring at me. No, Ill try some 
strange, wild land, a new life that will be fiery 
enough to burn out the memory of the old one.” 

He went to the mantel-piece, where a pair of 
wax candles were burning with that air of ele- 
gant luxury by which your skilled hotel-keeper 
seeks to reconcile his customers to the extrava- 
gance of his charges, and took James W yatt's 
letters out of his breast pocket. 

The first three or four he looked at were busi- 
ness letters, chiefly entreaties to “ renew” or carry 
over, or provide for some. little bill just falling 
due, “ like the best of good fellows.” These Gil- 
bert laid aside after a glance; but there was one 
at which he started as if he had touched a snake. 
It was in the same hand as the anonymous letter 
that had made him a murderer. 

This, in plain words, was the gist of the letter— 
badly spelled, with a foreigner’s uncouth orthog- 
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raphy; curiously worded, with a mixture of for- 
eign idioms and illiterate English. 

“ You tell me that all your promises amount to 
nothing—that you never meant to marry me. 
Kather hard to discover this after having nursed 
my delusion so long. I was to bea lady. I was 
to take my place in the world. Bah! all lies! 
Lies, like your pretended love—your pretended ad- 
miration. You ask me to go back to my country, 
and promise if I consent to this I shall be pro- 
vided for—handsomely—with fifty pounds a year 
for life—whether I remain single or marry—an in- 
dependence for a girl like me, you say. Soit. But 
who is to secure to me this independence? It 
may be paid me for a year—two years, perhaps — 
and then cease. It must that I see you, Mr. Wy- 
att. It must I hear of your own lips what you 
mean. Your soft tongue is too strong for me. 
You could persuade me to do any thing, to go 
any where, to serve and obey you as your slave ; 
but I can not obey to your letters. Ido not un- 
derstand. I want to see things clearly—to have 
your views explained to me. eam 


“You say that I am passionate—vindictive— “ 


and that when last we met—and, ah! how kind 
it was of you to come here at my request !—my vio- 
lence almost frightened you. Believe me,I will 
not so offend again. Come but once more—only 
come and assure me with your own lips that this 
miserable pittance shall be paid to me honorably 
year by year—give me but your word for that, and 
I will go back to my friends in the south of France 
—ah—comme ce sera loin de toi, mon ami—and 
you shall hear of me never again. 

“You tell me that you are no longer friends 
with Mr. Sinclair, and that -you can not come to 
his house, and that if I want to see you it must 
that I come to you. That is not possible without 
throwing up my place altogether, for the house- 
keeper here is of the most tyrannical, and gives 
no servant leave to absent herself, and I will not 
give up this service until I am assured of my fu- 
ture. Give me,then,a proof of your good faith 
by coming here. (Give me my pittance a year in 
advance, and show me how it is to be afterward 
paid me, and I will trouble you no more. 

“Tt will be very easy for you to eome on the 
evening of the 18th. Mr. and Mrs. Sinclair are 
going to Ascot on the 15th; they will be absent 
some days. You know your way to the balcony 
room. I shall be waiting for you there between 
ten and eleven on Thursday evening, and I will 
show a light in the centre window as a signal 
that the coast is clear. | 

“Come if you wish me to trust you. 
you do not wish me to betray you. 

'“ Yours, as you treat me, 
“ Mecanie 


Come if 


This letter showed Gilbert Sinclair the diabolic- 
al trap that had been set for James Wyatt and 
for himself. He had been made the instrument 
of the Frenchwoman’s revenge. 

In the face of this revelation what was he to 
do? Carry out his intention; go to South Amer- 
ica, and leave his wife in the power of this fiend ? 
Gilbert Sinclair was not bad enough for that. 

“T'll risk it, and go back to Davenant,” he said. 
“How do I know what this wretch might do’ 
She might lay her lover’s death at my wife’s door, 
drag my wife’s name in the gutter. No; at any 


hazard to myself I must be there, and, if neces-” 


sary, this letter must be shown at the inquest.” 
[TO BE OONTINUED.] 
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“Was Mr. Chisselm a very popular man when he 
lived in your town ?” inquired a busybody of a friend. 
‘I should think he was,” replied the gentleman, “ as 
many persons endeavored to preveht his and 
several of them, including the sheriff's deputy, follow- 
ed him some distance.” 

A worn-out parent has named his first baby, Macbeth, 

because he bas ** murdered sicep.” 


A Waatr or “ T”—Putting it in “ dépét.” 
g ps 

“‘ Are you there, my love ?” he whispered throngh a 
hole in the fenge of hfs beloved’s back yard. “ Yes 
darling,” was the reply; “‘jump right over.” He did 
so, and alighted in the presence of her mother, a broom- 
stick, and a policeman, 


Western 
“Mra. Sage, I should like to know whose ferry-boate 
these are that I tumbled over in the hall?” “ Ferry- 
boats indeed, Sir! Those are my shoes. Very polite 
of you to call them ferry-boats!” ‘I didn’t say ferry- 
boats, Mra. Sage: you misunderstood me—fairy boots, 
I said, my dear friend.” 
A Tarre—Stumbling over the bride’s train. 


a good Ganer. 
AN INCALOULABLE Weicut—The wei indigna- 


tion. 


The best and worst thing you can say of a marriage 
is that it is a tie. | 


Wuat Caratugrs Women ane !—On one 
of the recent dismal days a lady, dressed in the deepest 
myrtie-colored cloth, told another that she had put on 
a deep-toned crimsou bow to brighten the room. 

“Man,” eays Victor Hugo, “‘ was the conundrum of 
the eighteenth century ; woman is the conundram of 
the nineteenth century.” An American editor adds, 
“ We can’t guess her, but will never give ber up. No, 
never.” 


A gentleman was applied to by a crossing sweeper 
for charity. The gentleman replied, “ [ will remem 
yeu when I return.” “ Please your honor,” says the 
man, “ I'm ruined by the credit I give in that way.” 


‘Smith, do you know why you are likes donkey ?” 
“Like a donkey!” echoed Smith, opening his eyes 
wide. “*No,I don’t.” “ Do you give it up 7” “I do. 
‘Because your better half is stubbornness herself.’ 
“That's not bad. Ha! ha! I'l give that to my wife 
when I get home.” “Mra. Smith,” he asked, as he sat 
down to supper, “do you know why I am like a don- 
key?” He waited a moment, expecting his wile .to 
give itup. Butshe didn’t. She looked at him some- 
what commiseratingly as she answered, “1 sappose 
because you were born so.” 
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WALL PAPER PRINTING. 


Watt papers for the decoration of the interiors 
of buildings have been used by the Chinese for 
many centuries, but the employment of them in 
Europe dates back only about two hundred years. 
Until the invention of cylinder printing-machines, 
paper-hangings were printed by hand with blocks; 
and previous to the invention of. machines by 
means of which strips of paper of indefinite length 
may be made cheaply, pieces of hand-made paper 
were pasted together to form strips of the'desired 
length. 

Our illustration on page 1041 shows the wall 
paper printing machine built by J. & E. Wavproy, 
of New Brunswick, New Jersey, and exhibited in 
Machinery Hall at the Centennial by Howri, & 
Brotners, of Philadelphia, for the purpose of dis- 
playing their process of printing wall paper in 
many colors at the same time. The frame of the 
machine is about ten feet high and about the 
same in length. Midway in this frame an iron 
cvlinder, six feet in diameter, revolves. It is jack- 
eted with cotton lapping and an endless rubber 
blanket, making a perfectly true and cushioned 
surface to receive the, imprint of the printing 
rollers as they revolve against it. The massive 
frames of the machine, one on each side, form 
large segments of an arc, its arms, to which are 
secured the necessary bearings for the numerous 
rollers and color boxes, encircling the cvlinder to 
the top. The printing rolJers are generally made 
of well-seasoned maple wood, though some made 
of metal have been recently introduced. The de- 
sign being sketched on the roller, it is outlined 
with sheet brass driven firmly into the wood, and 
this is filled in tightly with a species of compact 
felting, made to adhere by a peculiar composi- 
tion. This is called raised or surface printing. 
These printing rollers have iron cones at each 
end, and are so arranged that, when in position 
on the print-shaft which carries them, they can 
not get out of place. Each printing roller, being 
set truly against the large iron cylinder, is sup- 
plied with the color which it is to print on the 
paper by means of an endless woolen sieve-cloth 
stretched over a set of brass rollers, against the 
upper part of which the printing roller revolves, 
the lower part being in contact with another roll- 
er, running in a shallow box or pan, filled with 
the color which is to be imprinted on the paper. 
A plate of brass, called the “doctor,” being set 
against the sieve-cloth, scrapes off all surplus 
color, and regulates the quantity delivered to the 
printing roller. 

The application of machinery in this country 
to the printing of wall paper-hangings has so 
cheapened the cost of production that Americap 
papers compete in foreign markets with those of 
European manufacture in design, quality, and 
price. One advantage possessed by American 
wall paper is the absence of deleterious matter 
in the coloring material. Many of the colors 
used by European manufacturers are prepared 
from mineral substances, some of which are of a 
highl¥ poisonous character. These sometimes so 
vitiate the atmosphere of apartments as to im- 
pair the health of the inmates. . 

Various qualities of paper are used in the man- 
ufacture of wall hangings, from the cheapest to 
the most expensive. The ‘finest is from twenty 
to twenty-two inches wide, and in strips from 
nine to ten vards in length. The ordinary kinds 


are generally eighteen inches wide, and in strips | 


iging from the im- 
d or in progress, re- 


about eight vards long. J 
provements already introdu 
ducing the cost and at the s ».e time refining the 
processes of manufacture, A: erica must take the 
lead over all other countries in this important 
branch of industry. The finer wall papers ex- 
hibited in the Main Building by Messrs. Beck & 
Co., of this citv, and other American manufac- 
turers, vied with those exhibited by European 
houses in design, quality, and richness and beau- 
ty of color, while the prices are much lower. This 
is largely due to the increased facilities for print- 
ing. The Messrs. Howext have a machine in their 
factory which carries twenty printing rollers, twice 
as many as the oné on exhibition at the Centen- 
nial, and yet it turns out papers as fin¢ly and even- 
ly printed as the latter. 


SCIENTIFIC INTELLIGENCE. 
Aw interesting experiment has been made by 
Mr. N. K. Farrpanks, of Geneva, Wisconsin, in 
stocking Geneva Lake with food fishes. The 
past year he hatched out and introduced, at his 
own expense, 250,000 salmon-trout, 125,000 white- 
fish, 10,000 land-locked salmon, 25,000 California 
salmon, 50.000 brook trout, and 1,000,000 wall- 
eyed pike, or nearly a million and a half in all. 

he question as to a sufficiency of animal food 
for these fish is met, in Mr. FarRBANKs’s Opin- 
jon, by the occurrence of a sort of white-tish, 
known as cisco, in immense abundance, which 
can only be captured during a few days in the 
year, but which abound throughout the year in 
tiie deep waters accessible to the fish large 
enough to devour them. 


In a recent communication to the British As- 
sociation by Mr. Octavius STONE upon his late 
travels in New Guinea, be rémarks that the isl- 
and has a maximum length of 1400 miles, with a 
maximum width of 450, and a minimum of only 
twenty. . The neighborhood of Baxter River and 
the entire shore west of the Papuan Gulf for an 
average of 100 miles inland are low and more 
or less swampy, and covered with forests of man- 
grove-trees. Tliis part of the country is thinly 
populated. Traces of the wild boar and kanga- 
roo were observed in the Upper Baxter. This 
district contrasted strongly with the Fly River 
region discovered by Captain Evans, whose banks 
fur sixty miles swarmed with human beings. 

Mr. STONE thought the western coast would 
prove the grave of such Europeans as should 
choose to reside there. The eastern peninsula, 


on the other hand, is warm and healthy, and 
may beeome the centre of permanent mavepenn 
‘Guinea from islands 


ements. He thinks the people came to 
farther to the east, and 


| to the number of their members. 


constitute a race fur above the savage both in 
intellectual and moral attributes. The women 
of this Malay race were not debased as among 
the dark race, but mixed with the men, with 
whom they shared the management of public 
affuirs. 


It is on several accounts important to astron- 
omy that the numbers which have served as 
bases to former researches should be known. 
As these numbers have not been hitherto col- 
lected systematically, but as in any given case 
it is necessary to examine the works or special 
treatises which contain them, the Royal Danish 
Academy of Sciences desires to inspire a work 
which shall contain, in the chronological order 
of the determination, all the constants of spher- 
ical and theoretical astronomy. On account of 
the extent of the subject, the period of time to 
be considered is to be comprised between the 
era of ProLemy and the end of the eighteenth 
century. 

It is not necessary to submit the values of the 
constants toa critical discussion, but they should 
be given in detail, and in such a way as to pre- 
sent the whole subject. 

‘Special researches concerning proper motions, 
parallaxes of stars, satellites of exterior planets, 
and the elements of cometic orbits are not to be 
included. 

The essays may be written in English, and 
should be sent, with a sealed envelope contain- 
ing the author’s name, etc., and bearing the 
same motto as the essay, to the secretary of the 
Academy, before October, 1877. The prize is the 
Academy’s gold medal. 


In a communication by Mr. Kerry NICHOLLS 
upon the islands of the Coral Sea, embracing 
that portion of the Pacific Ocean extending from 
the south of New Guinea westward to the coast 
of Australia, southward to New Caledonia, and 
eastward to the New Hebrides, he remarks that 
the New Hebrides Banks and the Santa Cruz Isl- 
ands constitute an almost unbroken chain of fer- 
tile voleanic islands for a distance of 700 miles. 
Espiritu Santo, the largest of the islands in this 
archipelago, is seventy-five miles Jong and forty 
bréad. The geological formation of the islands 
is of voleanic and sedimentary rocks. The chain 
of primary volcanic upheaval may be traced in a 
course running longitudinally through the isl- 
ands in their longest direction. On the north 
end of the island of Vanua Levu were extensive 
springs of boiling water, solfataras, and fuma- 
roles. 
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Sunday, %4.—Fourth Sunday in Advent. 
Monday, %.—Christmas. 
Tuesday, 26.—St. Stephen. 


Wednesday, 27.—St. Jolin the Evangelist. 
Thursday, 28.—Holy Innocenta. 
Sunday, 31.—Firet Sunday after Christmas. 


THE project of a General Council of all the 
Methodists of the world, which was broached 
ten years ago, has been so favorably received 
that a committee of correspondence has been 
appointed, in accordance with the directiog of 
tke General Conference of the Methodist Epis- 
copal Church. The committee, composed of 
two bishops, four other ministers, and three lay- 
men, is instructed *‘to take this whole subject 
into consideration, to correspond with different 
Methodist bodies in this country and in every 
other country, and endeavor to arrange for said 
(Ecumenical Conference of Methodism at such 
time and place as may be judged most advisa- 
ble.”’ It is claimed that the Methodist bodies 
of the world have an aggregate of 30,000 itinerant 
ministers, 60,000 local preachers, and 4,000,000 
communicants. 

What effect such General Councils will have 
in promoting the unity of Protestants all over 
the world is yet to be shown. The tendency to 
closer union is unquestionable. The Presbyte- 
rians of all nations will meet, by their represent- 
atives, at Edinburgh in 1877; the Pan-Anglican 
Synod, which is composed solely of bishops, will 
assemnble in London the foWowing year. As yet 
no other organization theft the Evangelical Alli- 
ance represents all Protéstants, and this is not a 
league of Churches, bit purely an association 
of individuals. Its wholesome influence has, 
however, been acknowledged by Protestants of 
all shades of opinion. 


The question of the propriety of lay preaching 
is receiving mych attention in the Presbyterian 
Church. The project of a laymen’s college in 
affiliation with Auburn Seminary has received a 
check, if it has not been abandoned, On the 
last Monday of November the subject was dis- 
cussed at length by the Presbyterian Preachers’ 
Meeting of Philadelphia. The Rev. Dr. H. A. 
BOARDMAN said. of lay preachers that their mo- 
tive was a benevolent one, “since they are in- 
duced to their course by the pressing need of 
the masses for the Gospel, which can not be sup- 
plied by the settled ministry. But it is to be 
considered that the masses were as unsupplied 
in the time of Christ, who still thought it best 
to ordain only twelve men to preach the Gospel. 
The Apostie PAGL taught what kind of men were 
to be admitted to preach, and be insisted that 
novices should not be permitted to take upon 
them the solemn responsibilities of the office.”’ 
Dr. BOARDMAN was disposed to make such men 
as Mr. Moopy exceptions, but thought that they 
ought to be ordained. Dr. Vaw Dyke, of Brook- 
lyn, Moderator of the last General Assembly, ex- 
pressed opposition to all preaching by unordain- 
ed men. The Presbyterian Church,” he said, 
‘required ordination, and he would admit of no 
exceptions, not even of Mr. Moopy.”’ 


Mr. Moony has added a third meeting to his 
daily labor in Chicago, and report states that he 
will add a fourth. Tle assemblies will then be 
‘held at 9 a.M., noon, 3 P.M., and in the evening. 
No other fact could so forcibly show the hold 
which these services have taken upon the peo- 
ple of the Northwest. The effect upon the 
churehes is perceptible in numerous additians 
The daily pa- 
= give full reports, cap with sometimes 
rreverent bug always striking head-lines. As 
to Mr. M himaeif, a correspondent of the 
Boston says: «He is the fresh- 


est, strongest mga in all the audience. Day aft- 
er day, meeting after meeting, he comes up with 
an appearance of complete exemption from wea- 
riness. It is a real study to watch the exuber- 
ance of physical health as it plays in the intense 
action of his body.”’ 


Bishop Herzoa, the newly elected superin- 
tendent of the ‘* Christian-Catholic’’ Church of 
Switzerland, has found the people prepared to 
welcome him and his ministrations, At Olten, 
the parish in which he spent three years, he con- 
firmed in October 428 persons; at Stankirch he 
confirmed 62 others; at Trimbach, 67; at Woblin, 

22; at Laufenberg, 108. It is evident that the 
people of German Switzerland will in large num- 
bers adopt this form of ** Old Catholicisin.”’ 


The third anniversary of the founding of the 
Reformed Episcopal Church was celebrated in 
this city at the church of the Rev. Dr. SaBrnz, 
on Madison Avenue and Forty-seventh Street. 
According to the latest reports, this Church has 
about sixty congregations in the United States 
and British America. 


In the French Chamber of Deputies, which 
has been wholly occupied this session with finan- 
cial and economical questions, the appropriation 


in the budget for the salary of an embassador to. 


the papal court was not suffered to pass unchal- 
lenged. M. MADIER DE MonTJAU, a leading rad- 
ical, said that the ‘‘ government had nothing to 
do with what were called ‘ religious interests,’ ’’ 
which were not recognized by French law. He 
asked, ‘‘ What was the use of keeping an embas- 
sador to exercise influence over an infallible 
Pope? Nothing would satisfy the clerical party 
except making a Jesuit Pope; and the only thing 
to be done was to give up Catholic connections 
and save a useless expense.’’ It was explained 
that the real motive in voting the appropriation 
was the importance of not losing sight of the 
coming papal election. The appropriation pass- 
ed by a majority of 377 to 98. 


A Methodist Episcopal commission has been 
appointed to consider the expediency of the in- 
troduction of lay delegation into the Annnal 
Conferences. Hitherto lay delegates hiave been 
eligible to the General Conference only. 


> 

The sermon trade in England hag been occa- 
sionally noticed in this Intelligenc® but old as 
it is, it is continually presenting new develop- 
ments. A recent advertisement in*the Church 
Times runs thus: **Sermon on Church Defense, 
specially prepared for November 19, the National 
Church Sunday, can now be had, post free, on re- 
ceipt of thirty stamps., Address,”’ etc.,etc. This 
is economy of labor W the defense of the Es- 
tablishment cgfried.to its extreme point. A cir- 
cular sent to clergymen announces: ‘‘ Sermons, 

lain, striking, and original. Circulation strict- 
y confined to the clergy. These sermons are 
written in clear manuscript lithography, and 
have been most nighly commended by many 
eminent clergymen.’ he price is reasonable. 
Harvest sermons can be had for ls. 6d. each; 
sermons for November 30, the day of interces- 
sion for missions, same price. Farewell dis- 
courses are dearer—in fact, can not be had for 
less than 2s. 6d. It is curious to read of pathos 
retailed by the shilling’s worth. The advertiser 
puts in a caution at the.end of his circular: ‘If 
you write for sermons, let me know where they 
will be used, to avoid sending to the same lo- 
cality.”’ 


(Copyright, 1876, by Hanrer & Brorners.) 


(rood Stories of Man and Other Animals, 


By CHARLES READE. 


L—THE TWO LEARS. 


of Monmouth tells the old British 


\ 


GEO 


legend ing Leir. Hollingshead repeats it, 
and from him Shakspeare took it, and made the 
dry bones liye. In that great master’s hands 


the tale broadened and deepened. It became 
more tragical than the original record. 

This is the outline of Shakspeare’s story : 

King Lear, being old, and disposed to enjoy 
ease and dignity without the cares of state, re- 
solved to divide his kingdom among his three 
daughters; their names were Goneril, Duchess 
of Albany, Regan, Duchess of Cornwall, and 
Cordelia, unmarried, but courted by the King of 
France and the Duke of Burgundy, then a pow- 
erful monarch, though nominally vassal to the 
French King. 

When it came to the division, the old King 
was weak enough to tell his daughters he should 
give the larger share to the one who loved him 
best, and should prove her love by words. 

This was to invite cheap protestations, and ac- 
cordingly two of the ladies, Goneril and Regan, 
vied in lip-love: Goneril said she loved him more 
than words could utter, yet she found words to 
paint filial love in tolerably glowing terms; for 
she went so far as to say that she loved him 
dearer than eyesight, space, or liberty, and no 
less than honor, beauty, health, and life itself ; 
with more to the same ture. 

Regan could not soar above this; so she had 
the address to say that her sister had spoken her 
very mind, only she, Regan, went a little farther, 
and detested all other joys but that of filial love. 

The royal parent believed all this, and then 
turned to his favorite, his youngest, and asked 
her what she could say to draw from him a larger 
dowry than her sisters had just earned—with 
their tongues. 

Cordelia. Nothing, my lord. 

Lear. Nothing ? 

Cord, Nothing. 

Lear. Nothing can come of nothing: epeak again. 

Cordelia was a little frightened at her father’s 
anger; but she would only say that she loved her 
father as a daughter should: she obeyed him, 
loved him, honored him, and thought it no merit, 
but a thing of course. She also declined frankly 
to believe that her sisters, who were wives, had 
no love for their husbands, only for their father ; 
nor could ghe promise to reserve all her love for 


her father, and give none to the man she might 
wed. 

The fact is, she being a woman, her sisters were 
such transparent humbugs to her that it made 
her rather blunt in her honesty, and she did not 
gild the pill. 


Lear. So young, and so untender? 
Cord, So young, my lord, and true. 
Lear. Let it be so; thy truth then be thy dower. 


He then went into a violent passion, and dis- 
owned her as his.daughter, and ordered her from 
his presence, while he settled with his favored 
daughters what retinue he was to have as a re- 
tired King, and where he was to live. 

Afterward he sent for Cordelia and the princes 
her suitors; he told them to her face he had dis- 
inherited her, and he used terms of invective so 
ambiguous that Cordelia, who had borne all the 
rest in silence, now interfered, and appealed to 
his justice to tell those gentlemen she had lost 
his favor not by any unchaste or dishonorable 
act, but for want of a greedy eye and a flattering 


tongue. 

; evaded this remonstrance, and upbraided 
her again in general terms ; but Cordelia’s appeal 
was not lost upon her suitors. Burgundy, in- 
deed, only offered to take her with the dowry 
originally proposed, and on the King refusing 
this, he declined her hand. But thereupon this 
pitiable scene was redeemed by a trait of nobil- 
ity: France, who had come there for a rich dow- 
ry as well as a bride, was now fired with nobler 
sentiments, and welcomed a pearl of Woman- 
hood, without land or money. . 


Fairest Cordelia, thou art most rich, being poor; 
Most choice, forsaken ; and most loved, Teepioed ! 
Thy dowerless daughter, King, thrown to my chance, 
Ie Queen of us, of ours, and our fair France: 

Not all the dukes of wat'rish Burgundy 

Shall buy this unprized, precious maid of me. 


Even this noble burst did not enlighten or soft- 
en the impetuous old King, whose vanity had been 
publicly wounded. He actually took the arm of 
Burgundy, the paltry Duke who had admitted he 
wooed the lady only for her substance, and he 
bade the only daughter who really loved him 
be gone 


Without his love, his grace, his benison. 


France was as glad to have her as he to part 
with her, and so she disappeared for a time from 
the scene. 

Now the terms of Lear's retirement; which I 
alluded to above, were these: he was to retain 
the title of a King, and a retinue of a hundred 
Knights, to be kept at the expense of his regal 
daughters, and he and that retinue were to reside 
a month at a time with each Princess in turn. 

He began his new life in the palace of his 
daughter Goneril. 

He and his Knights soon became burdensome 
to that lady, and she made the most of every lit- 
tle offense. She resolved to shift him on to her 
sister, and gave insidious instructions to her ma- 
jor-domo. 


Put on what weary negligence you please, 

You and your fellows; I'd have it come to question: 
If he dislike it, let him to my sister, 

Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one, 
Not to be overruled. Idle old man, 

That still would manage those authorities 

That he hath given away. 


These perfidious instructions bore fruit imme- 
diately. Goneril’s head servant was insolent to 
Lear; the impetuous King beat him, and was 
soon after confronted by his daughter, who, to his 
amazement, took him to task in cold and lofty 
terms for his disorderly conduct and that of his 
train. With regard to the latter, she told him 
plainly he must discharge one-half of them, or 
she should do it for him. 

This cool insolence, coming so soon after the 
violent protestations, put Lear in a fury. 


Darkness and devils !— 
Saddle my horses; call my train together. 
Degenerate bastard! I}! not trouble thee— 
Yet have I left a daughter. 
Goneril. You strike my people, and your disordered 
rabble 
Make servants of their betters. 


These two speeches alone may serve to show 
which was likely to prevail in this unnatural 
combat, the hot-headed, warm-hearted King or 
his cold-blooded, iron daughter. Lear's rage 
broke into curses, but enueu im tears that were 
like drops of blood from his wounded heart, and 
at last he turned away from that ungrateful ser- 
pent, and journeyed to the Court of Regan. 

But a letter from Goneril reached that palace 
before the ex-King, and he actually found some 
difficulty in obtaining an audience of his own 
daughter. 

At last she and her husband met him, but out- 
side the house. 

At sight of her his swelling breast overflowed, 
and he told her her sister was ungrateful, and 
had struck him to the heart. “O Regan!’ he 
sobbed. 

Regan calmly begged him to be patient, and 
said he had misunderstood her sister: it was for 
his own good she had restrained the riots of his 
followers. She reminded him he was old, insinu- 
ated he was in his dotage, and needed the control 
of wiser people; and to conclude, she coolly ad- 
vised him to return to her sister, and beg her par- 
don. 

“What! cried he; “when she has abated me 
of half my train, looked black upon me, and 
struck her serpent fangs into my heart!” He 
then, in his rage, called down all manner of curses 
on his eldest daughter. 

Says Regan, “ Why, you will be cursing me 
next.” 

In the midst of this who should arrive but 
Goneril and her attendants, on a visit to Regan. 

Regan received her instantly with a cordiality 
she had not shown to her father and benefactor. 

Lear was amazed at that, after what he had 
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said, and exclaimed, “‘ O Regan, will you take her 
by the hand ?” 

It was Goneril who replied to this, and with the 
most galling and contemptuous insolence : 


Why not by the hand, Sir? How have I offended ? 
All’s not offense that indiscretion finds 
And dotage terms so. 


At this the poor old King prayed to Heaven 
for patience. 

Regan paid no attention to that, but coldly 
stuck to her point. She advised him to comply 
with Goneril’s terms, strike off half his Knights, 
and conclude his month. After that he could 
come to her. At present his visit would not be 
convenient. 

Lear refused, hotly. 

please,” said Goneril, coldly. 

Regan persisted, and said that, in fact, fifty 
‘followers were too many in another person's 
house.\\ How could so many people, under two 
commands, hold amity ? 

Then Goneril put in her word. Why could he 
not be attended on by their servants ? 

“To be sure,” said Regan. “ Then, if they were 
disrespectful, we could control them. .At all 
events,” said she, ‘“‘when you come to me, bring 
no more than twenty-five.” 

He asked her if that was her last word; she 
said it was. Then the poor old King said Gon- 
eril was better than she was. Yes, he would go 
back with Gongril, and dismiss half his retinue. 

One would have thought these clever, heartless 
women had bandied the poor old man to and fro 
enough. But Goneril had no mercy: this was her 
reply,when he consented to her own proposition : 

Goneril. Hear me, my lord: 

What need you five-and-twenty, ten, or five, 
To follow in a house where twice so many 


Have a command to tend you? 
Regan, What need one? 


So they trumped each other’s cards, and coldly 
drove him wild. 

He raged and stormed at them, unheeded. He 
wept with agony, unheeded. He left them both, 
and went forth into the stormy night a houseless 
King, a banished father. - 

Crushed vanity is hard to bear. Wounded af- 
fection is hard to bear. Under the double agony 
the poor old King lost his reason, and wandered 
about the kingdom like a beggar. 

Meantime his despised curses began to work, 
for his wicked daughters prepared their own 
chastisement by their own crimes; and here the 
Poet has well shown that thejhearts cold to di- 
vine affection could be hot with illicit love as 
well as spurred by greed. 

But now it was reported in France how the old 
King had been abused, and Queen Cordelia, in- 
dignant, invaded the kingdom with a French 
army. Her emissaries found the poor King in a 
miserable condition, living in rags, and sleeping 
in out-houses and stables. She had him laid, all 
unconscious, on a fair bed in her own tent, with 
music softly playing, and her own physician wait- 
ing on him. She herself nursed him with deep 
anxiety for his waking. 

All was changed. She who in his hour of pride 
and prosperity had said she loved him only as 
every daughter ought to love her father, now over- 
flowed with passionate tenderness. She took his 
gray head to her filial bosom, and bemoaned him. 
“Was this a face,’ said she, “to be opposed to 
the warring winds? Onsuchanight too! Why, 
I would have given shelter to my enemy’s dog, 
though he had bittenme. And wast thou fain, poor 
father, to hovel thee with swine on musty straw ?”’ 

While she was thus lamenting over him, the 
sore-tried King awoke ; but not his memory. He 
thought he had been dead, and told them they 
did wrong to take him out of the grave where he 
rested from his sufferings. The happy change in 
his condition brought him no joy at first ; it did 
but confuse and puzzle him. He looked at Cor- 
delia, and saw she was a Queen, and tried to kneel 
to her. But she would not let him, and kneeled 
to him instead, and begged him to hold his hand 
over her and give her a parent's blessing. See- 
ing so great a lady at his feet craving his bless- 
ing let some light into his distracted mind, and 
drew from the once fiery old man sweet piteous 
words that have made many an eye wet. 

Pray do not mock me: 
I am a very foolish fond old man, 
Fourscore and apeans and, to deal plainly, 
I fear I am not in my perfect mind. 
Methinks I should know you, and know this man; 
Yet I am doubtful: for I am mainly ignorant 
What place this is: and all the skill I have 
Remembers not theee garmente; nor I know not 
Where I did lodge last night. Do not laugh at me; 
For, as I am a man, I think this lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 

Cor. And so I am, I am. 

Then the poor soul, seeing her weep, bade her 
not cry, and offered to drink poison if she chose ; 
for he said she had far more reason to hate him 
than her sisters had. 

But she soon convinced him of her love, and 
from that time they never parted. 

At this very time Goneril and Regan died by 
poison and suicide, and so paid the forfeit of their 
crimes, 

But all this was, on the eve of a hattle between 
the French and English forces, and in that battle, 
deplorable to relate, Cordelia was slain, and Lear 
mustered strength to kill her assassin, and then 
the last chord of his sore-tried heart gave way, 
and he died by the side of his loved daughter, 
who had professed so little, yet had done so much, 
and died for him. 

This is the heart of Shakspeare’s story. There 
is an inferior hand visible in parts of it: it is 
- clogged with useless characters and superfluous 
atrocities, and the death of Cordelia is revolting, 
and a sacrifice of the narrative to stage policy. 
But all that pertains directly to King Lear is ex- 
quisite, and so masterly that the tale has extin- 
guished the legend. Historically incorrect, it is 
true in art, all but the sacrifice of Cordelia, which, 
coupled with the other deaths, turns the theatre 
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into a shambles, and, above all, disturbs the true 
motive of the tale. When the reader finds the 
sore-tried old man lying on a soft couch tended 
by Queen Cordelia, and when at last he knows 
her, and they mingle their tears and their love, 
the reader sees this is the lightening before death, 
and the mad King has recovered his wits to be 
just to his one child, and then to fall asleep after 
life’s fitful fever. Against such a tale, so told, no 
previous legend can fight. Under such a spell 
you can neither conceive nor believe thaf Lear 
recovered his kingdom, and caroused again at the 
head of his Knights, and toasted his one child. 
Youth may recover any wound; but old age and 
royal vanity crushed and trampled on, and pater- 
nal love struck to the heart by the serpent’s tooth 
of filial ingratitude, what should they do but rage 
and die ? 

Yet there is a legend, almost as old as Lear, 
of a father whom his children treated as Goneril 
and Regan treated Lear; but he suffered and sur- 
vived, and his heart turned bitter instead of 
breaking. 

Of this prose Lear the story is all over Europe, 
and, like most old stories, told vilely. To that, 
however, there happens to be one exception, and 
the readers of this collection shall have the ben- 
efit of it. 


In a certain part of Ireland, a long time ago, 
lived a wealthy old farmer whose name was Bri- 
an Taafe. His three sons, Guillaum, Shamus, and 
Garret, worked on the farm. The old man had a 
great affection for ther all; and finding himself 
grow unfit for work, he resolved to hand his farm 
over to them, and sit quiet by the fireside. But 
as that was not a thing to be done lightly, he 
thought he would just put them to their trial. 
He would take the measure of their intelligence, 
and then of their affection. 

Proceeding in this order, he gave them each a 
hundred pounds, and quietly watched to see what 
they did with it. 

Well, Guillaum and Shamus put their hundred 
pounds out to interest, every penny; but when 
the old man questioned Garret where his hun- 
dred pounds was, the young man said, “I spent 
it, father.” 

“Spent it ?” said the old man aghast. 
the whole hundred pounds ?” 

“Sure I thought you told us we might lay it 
out as we plaised.” 

“Is that a raison ve'd waste the whole of it in 
a year, ye prodigal ?” cried the old man; and he 
trembled at the idea of his substance falling into 
such hands. 

Some months after this he applied the second 
test. 

He convened his sons, and addressed them sol- 


“Ts it 


emnly: “I’m an old man, my children; my hair 4 


is white on my head, and it’s time I was giving 
over trade and making my sowl.” The two elder 
overflowed sympathy. He then gave the dairy- 
farm and the Hill to Shamus, and the meadows 
to Guillaum. Thereupon these two vied with each 


other in expressions of love and gratitude. But” 


Garret said never a word; and this, coupled with 
his behavior about the hundred pounds, so mad- 
dened the old man that he gave Garret’s portion, 
namely, the home and the home farm, to his elder 
brothers to hold in common. Garret he disinher- 
ited on the spot, and in due form. That is to 
say, he did not overlook him nor pass him by; 
but even as spiteful testators used to leave the 
disinherited one a shilling, that he might not be 
able to say he had been inadvertently omitted, 
and it was all a mistake, old Brian Taafe solemn- 
ly presented young Garret Taafe with a hazel 
staff and a small bag. Poor Garret knew very 
well what that mearit. He shouldered the bag, 
and went forth into the wide world with a sad 
heart, but a silent tongue. His dog, Lurcher, was 
for following him, but he drove him back with a 
stone. 

On the strength of the new arrangement, Guil- 
laum and Shamus married directly, and brought 
their wives home, for it was a large house, and 
room for all. 

But the old farmer was not contented to be 
quite a cipher, and he kept finding fault with this 
and that. The young men became more and more 
impatient of his interference, and their wives 
fanned the flame with female pertinacity. So that 
the house was divided, and a very home of discord. 

This went on getting worse and worse, till at 
last, one winter afternoon, Shamus defied his fa- 
ther openly before all the rest, and said, “I'd like 
to know what would plaise ve. Maybe ye'd like 
to turn us all out as ye did Garret.” 

The old farmer replied, with sudden dignity, 
“Tf I did, I'd take no more than I gave.”’ 

“What good was your giving it?” said Guil- 
laum ; “ we get no comfort of it while you are in 
the house.” 

“Do you talk that way to me too ®” said the fa- 
ther, deeply grieved. “If it was poor Garret I 
had, he wouldn't use me so.”’ 

“ Much thanks the poor boy ever got from vou,” 
said one of the women, with venomous tongue; 
then the other woman, finding she could count on 
male support, suggested to her father-in-law to 
take his stick and pack and follow his beloved 
Garret. “Sure he'd find him begging about the 
counthry.” 

At the women's tongues the wounded parent 
turned to bay. 

“T don’t wonder at any thing I hear ye say. 
Ye never vet heard of any thing good that a wom- 
an would have a hand in—only mischief always. 
If ve ask who made such a road, or built a bridge, 
or wrote a great histhory, or did a great action, 
you'll never hear it’s a woman done it; but if 
there is a jewel with swords and guns, or two 
boys cracking each other's crowns with shillalahs, 
or a didly secret let out, or a character ruined, or 
a man brought to the gallows, or mischief made 
between a father and his own flesh and blood, 
then I'll engage you'll hear a woman had some 
call to it. We needn’t have recoorse to histhory 


to know your doin’s, ‘tis undher our eyes; for 
*twas the likes o’ ye two burned Throy, and made 
the King o’ Leinather rebel against Brian Boru.” 

These shafts of eloquence struck home; the 
women set up a screaming, and pulled their caps 
off their heads, which in that part was equivalent 
to gentlefolks drawing their swords. 

“ Oh, murther! murther ! was it for this I mar- 
ried vou, (ruillaum Taafe 

“Och, Shamus, will ye sit an’ hear me com. 
pared to the likes? Would I rebel against Brian 
Boru, Shamus, a’ra gal ?” 

“ Don’t heed him, avourneen,” said Shamus; 
“he is an ouldgnan.” | 

But she ~~ not be pacified. “Oh vo! vo! 
If ever I thought the likes ‘ud be said of me, that 
I'd rebel against Brian Boru !” 

As for the other, she prepared to leave the 
house. “Guillaum,” said she, “Ill never stay 
a day undher your roof with them as would say 
I'd burn Throy. Does he forget he ever had a 
mother himself? Ah! ‘tis a bad apple, that is 
what it is, that despises the tree it sprung from.” 

All this heated Shamus, so that he told the 
women sternly to sit down, for the offender should 
go; and upon that, to show they were of one 
mind, Guillaum deliberately opened the door. 


Lurcher ran out, and the wind and the rain rush- * 


ed in. It was a stormy night. 

Then the old man took fright, and humbled 
himself : 

“ Ah! Shamus, Guillaum, achree, Jet ve hive 
it as ye will; I’m sorry for what I said, a'ra gal. 
Don’t turn me out on the high-road in my ould 
days, Guillaum, and I'll engage I'll niver open 
my mouth against one o’ ye the longest day I live. 
Ah! Shamus, it isn’t long I have to stay wid ve, 
anyway. Yer own hair will be as white as mine 
yet, plaise God! and ye'll be thanking Him ye 
showed respect to mine this night.” 

But they were all yopng and of one mind, and 
the¥ turned him out afd barred the door. 

Heycrept away, shivering in the wind and rain, 
till h¢ got on the lee side of a stone wall, and there 
he stopped and asked himself whether he could 
live through the night. 

Presently something cold and smooth poked 
against his band; it was a large dog that had 
followed him unobserved till he stopped. By a 
white mark on his breast he saw it was Lurcher, 
Garret’s dog. 

“Ah!” said the poor old wanderer, “you are 
not so wise a dog as I thought, to follow me.” 
When he spoke to the dog, the dog fondled him. 
Then he burst out sobbing and crying, “ Ah, 
Lurcher! Garret was not wise either; but he 
would niver have turned me to the door this bit- 
ter night, nor even thee.” And so he moaned 
and lamented. But Lurcher pulled his coat, and 
by his movements conveyed to him that he should 
not stay there all night; so then he crept on and 
knocked at more than one door, but did not ob- 
tain admittance, it was so tempestuous. At last 
he lay down exhausted on some straw in the cor- 
ner of an out-house ; but.Lurcher lay close to him, 
and it is probable ps a of the dog saved 
his life that night. ‘ 

Next day the wind and rain abated; but this 
aged man had other ills to fight against besides 
winter and rough weather. The sense of his 
sons’ ingratitude and his own folly drove him 
almost mad. Sometimes he would curse and 
thirst for vengeance, s#metimes he would shed 
tears that seemed to seald his withered cheeks. 
He got into another county and begged from door 
to door. As for Lurcher, he did not beg; he used 
to disappear, often for an hour at a time, but al- 
ways returned, and often with a rabbit or even a 
hare in his mouth. Sometimes the friends ex- 
changed them for a gallon of meal, sometimes 
they roasted them in the woods; Lurcher was a 
civilized dog, and did not like them raw. 

Wandering hither and thither, Brian Taafe came 
at last within a few miles of his‘own house; but 
he soon had ¢ause to wish himself farther off it: 
for here he met his first downright rebuff, and, 
cruel to say, he owed it to his hard-hearted sons. 
One recognized him as the father of that rogue 
Guillaum Taafe, who had cheated him in the sale 
of a horse, and another as the father of that thief 
Shamus, who had sold him a diseased cow that 
died the week after. So, for the first time since 
he was driven out of his home, he passed the night 
supperless, for houses did not lie close together 
in that part. 

Cold, hungry, houseless, and distracted with 
grief at what he had been and now was, nature 
gave way at last, and, unable to outlast the weary, 
bitter night, he lost his senses just before dawn, 
and lay motionless on the hard road. 

The chances were he must die; but just at 
Death's door hia luck turned. 

Lurcher put his feet over him and his chin 
upon his breast to guard him, as he had often 
guarded Garret’s coat, and that kept a little 
warmth in his heart; and at the very dawn of 
day the door of a farm-house opened, and the 
master came out upon his business, and saw some- 
thing unusual lying in the road a good way off. 
So he went toward it, and found Brian Taafe in 
that condition. This farmer was very well to do, 
but he had known trouble, and it had made him 
charitable. He soon hallooed to his men, and had 
the old man taken in: he called his wife too, and 
bade her observe that it was a reverend face, 
though he was all in tatters. They laid him be- 
tween hot blankets, and, when he came to a bit, 
gave him warm drink, and at last a good meal. 
He recovered his spirits, and thanked them with 
a certain dignity. 

When he was quite comfortable, and not be- 
fore, they asked him his name. 

“Ah! don’t.ask me that,” said he, piteously. 
“Tt’s a bad name I have, and it used to he a 
good one, too. Don't ask me, or maybe you'll 
put me out, as the others did, for the fault of my 
two sons. It is hard to be turned from my own 
door, let alone: from other honest men’s doors, 
through the vilyins,” éaid he, on 


So the farmer was kindly, and said, “‘ Never 
mind your name, fill your belly.” 

But by-and-by the man went out into the yard, 
and then the wife could not restrain her curiosity. 
“Why, good man,” said she, “sure you are too 
decent a man to be ashamed of your name.” 

“I’m too decent not to be ashamed of it,” said 
Brian. “But you are right; an honest man 
should tell his name though they druv him out 
of heaven for it. I am Brian Taafe—that was.” 

“Not Brian Taafe the strong farmer at Cor- 
rans ?”’ 

“ Ay, madam ; I'm all that’s left of him.” 

“ Have you a son called Garret ?” 

had, then.” 

The woman spoke no more to him, but ran 
screaming to the door: “ Here, Tom! Tom! come 
here!’ cried she; “Tom! Tom!” As Lurcher, a 
very sympathetic dog, flew to the door and yell. 
ed and barked fiercely in support of this invo- 
cation, the hullabaloo soon brought the farmer 
running in. 

“Oh, Tom, asthore,”’ cried she, “it’s Mister 
Taafe, the father of Garret Taafe himself.” 

“QO Lord!” cried the farmer, in equal agita- 
tion, and stared at him. “ My blessing on the day 
you ever set foot within these doors.” Then he 
ran to the-door and hallooed: “Hy, Murphy! 
Ellen! come here, ye divils !” . 

Lurcher supported the call with great energy. 
In ran a fine little boy and girl. “ Look at this 
man with all the eves in your body!) said he: 
“This is Misther Taafe, father of Garret Taafe 
that saved us all from ruin and destruction en- 
tirely.” He then turned to Mr. Taafe, and told 
him, a little more calmly, “ that years ago every 
haporth they had was going to be carted for the 
rent; but Garret Taafe came by, put his hand in 
his pocket, took out thirty pounds, and cleared 
them in a moment. It was a way he had; we 
were not the only ones he saved that way, so long 
as he had it to give.” 

The old man did not hear these last words: his 
eyes were opened, the iron entered his soul, and 
he overflowed with grief and penitence. 

“Och, murther! murther !” he cried. “ My poor 
boy! what had I to do at all to go and turn you 
adrift, as I done, for no raison in life!” Then, 
with a piteous apologetic wail, “I tuck the wrong 
for the right; that’s the way the world is blind- 
ed. Och, Garret, Garret, what will I do with the 
thoughts of it? An’ those two vilyins that I 
gave it all to, and they turned me out in my ould 
days, as I done you. No matther!” and he fell 
into a sobbing and a trembling that nearly killed 
him for the second time. 

But the true friends of his son Garret nursed 
hint through that, and comforted him; so he re- 
covered. But, as he did live, he outlived those 
tender feelings whose mortal wounds had so nearly 
killed him. When he recovered this last blow he 
brooded and brooded, but never shed another tear. 

One day, seeing him pretty well restored, as he 
thought, the good farmer came to him with a fat 
bag of gold. “Sir,” said he, “soon after your 
son helped us, luck set in our way. Marvy she 
had a legacy; we had a wonderful crop of flax, 
and with that plant 'tis kill or cure; and then I 
found lead in the hill, and they pay me a dale 
o’ money for leave to mine there. Fm almost 
ashamed to take it. I tell you all this to show 
you I can afford to pay you back that thirty 
pounds, and if vou please [ll count it out.” 

“No!” said Mr. Taafe, “I'll not take Garret’s 
money; but if you will do me a favor, lend me 
the whole bag for a week, for at the sight of it I 
see a way to— Whisper.” 

Then, with bated breath and in strict confi- 
dence, he hinted. to the farmer a scheme of venge- 
ance. The farmer was not even to tell it to his 
wife ; “for,” said old Brian, “ the very birds carry 
these things about; and sure it is knowing divils 
I have to do with, especially the women.” 

Next day the farmer lent him a good suit and 
drove him to a quiet corner scarce a hundred 
yards from his old abode. The old farmer got 
down and left him. Lurcher walked at his mas- 
ter’s heels. It was noon and the sun shining 
bright. 

The wife of Shamus Taafe came out to hang 
up her man’s shirt to dry, when, lo! searce thirty 
yards from her, she saw an old man seated count- 
ing out gold on a broad stone at his feet. At 
first she thought it must be one of the good peo- 
ple—or fairies—or else she must be dreaming; 
but no! cocking her head on one side, she saw 
for certain the profile of Brian Taafe, and he was 
counting a mass of gold. She ran in and scream- 
ed her news rather than spoke it. 

“ Norisense, woman!” said Shamus, roughly; 
“it is not in nature.” 

“Then go and see for yourself, man !” said shé. 

Shamus was not the only one to take this ad- 
vice. They all stole out on tiptoe, and made a 
sort of semicircle of curiosity. It was no dream ; 
there were piles and piles of gold glowing in the 
sun, and old Brian with a horse-pistol across his 
knees ; andl even Lurcher seemed to have his eves 
steadily fixed on the glittering booty. 

When they had thoroughly drunk in this most 
unexpected scene, they began to talk in agitated 
whispers ; but even in talking they never looked 
at each other—their eves were glued on the gold. 

Said Guillaum: “ Ye did very wrong, Shamusyto 
turn out the old father as you done; see now what 
we all lost by it. That's a part of the money 
he laid by, and we'll never see a penny of it.” 

The Wives w hispered that was a foolish thing 
to sav: ** Léave it to us,” said they, “and we'll 
have it all one day.” 

This being agreed to, the women stole toward 
the old man, one on each side. Lurcher rose and 
snarled. and old Brian hurried Ris gold into his 
ample pockets, and stood on the defensive. 

“Oh, father! and is it you come back? Oh, 
the Lord be praised! Qh, the weary day since 
you left us, and all our good luck wid ye!” 

Brian received this and*similar speeches with 


fury and reproaches. Thenmthey humbled them. 
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selves and wept; cursed their ill-governed tongues, 

and bewailed the men’s folly in listening to them. 

They flattered him and cajoled him, and ordered 

their husbands to come forward and ask the old 

man’s pardon, and not let him ever leave them 

again. The supple sons were all penitence and 

affection directly. Brian at last consented to 

stay, but stipulated for a certain chamber with a 

key to it. “For,” said he,“ I have got my strong- 
box to take care of, as well as myself.” 

They pricked up their ears directly at mention 
of the strong-box, and asked where it was. 

“Qh! it is not far, but I can’t carry it. 
me two hoys to fetch it.” 

“Oh! Guillaum and Shamus would carry it or 
any thing to oblige a long-lost father.” 

So ‘they went with him 
to the farmer’s cart, and 
brought in the box, which 
was pretty large, and above 
all very full and heavy. 

He was once more king of 
his own house, and flattered 
and petted as he had never 
been since he gave away his 
estate. To be sure, he fed 
this by mysterious hints that 
he had other lands besides 
those in that part of the 
country, and that, indeed, the 
full extent of his possessions 
would never be known until 

e his will was read; which will 
was safely locked away in 
his strong-box—— with other 
th ings. 

And so he pateed a pleas- 

‘ant time, imbittered only by 
regrets, and very poignant 
they were, that he could hear 
nothing of his son Garret, 
Lurcher also was taken great 
care of, and became old and 
lazy. 

But shocks that do not 
kill undermine. Before he 
reached threescore and ten, 
Brian Taafe’snight-work and 
troubles told upon him, and 
he drew near his end. He 
was quite conscious of it, and 
announced his own depart- 

| ure, but not in a regretful | 

way. He had become quite | 
a philosopher ;.and indeed 
there was a sort of chuckle 
about the old fellow in speak- 
jag of his own death, which 
his daughters-in-law secretly denounced as un- 
christian, and, what was worse, unchancy. 
Whenever he did mention the expected event, 
he was sure to say, “And mind, boys, my will is 
in that chest.” 
“ Dom’t speak of it, father,” was the reply. 
When he was dying, he called for both his sons, 
and said, in a feeble voice, “I was a strong farm- 
er, and come of honest folk. Ye'll give me a 
good wakin’, boys, an’ a gran’ funeral.” 
They promised this very heartily. 
“And after the funeral ye'll all come here to- 
gether, and open the will, the children an’ all. 


Give 


I've left him nothing, poor boy, 
I'll maybe see 


All but Garret. 
for sure he’s not in this world. 
him where I’m goin’.” 

So there was a grand wake, and the virtues of 
the deceased and his professional importance were 
duly howled by an old lady who excelled in this 
lugubrious art. "Then the funeral was hurried 


_on, because they were in a hurry to open the chest. 


The funeral was joined in the chureb-yard by 
a stranger, who muffled his face,and shed the 
only tears that Fell upon that grave. After the 
funeral he staid behind all the rest and mourned, 
but he joined the family at the feast which fol- 
lowed ; and, behold! it was Garret, come a day too 
late. He was welcomed with exuberant affection, 


not being down in the will; but they did not ask 


+ 
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performed. Poor old Lurcher kept pricking his 
ears all the time, and cudgeled his memory as to 
the tones of the voice that was addressing him. 
Garret reached the farm, and was received first 
with stares, then with cries of jov, and was dragged 
+ into the house, so to speak. After the first ardor 
of welcome, he told them he had arrived only just 
in time to bury his father. “ And this old dog,” 
said he, “is all that’s left meéof him. He was mine 
first, but when I left, he took to father. He was 
always a wise dog.” 

“We know him,” said the wife; “he has been 
here before.” And she was going to blurt it all 
out, but her man said, “ Another time,” and gave 
her a look as black as thunder, which wasn’t his 
way at all, but he explained to her afterward. 


fe 
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“THERE WERE PILES AND PILES OF GOLD GLOWING IN THE SUN.” 


him to sleep there. They wanted to be alone, 
and read the will. He begged for some reminis- 
cence of his father, and they gave him Lurcher. 


“ They are friends, these three, over the old man’s 
grave. We should think twice before we stir ill 
blood betune ’em.”” So when he stopped her, she 


So he put Lurcher into his gig, and drove away to 4 turned it off cleverly enough, and said the dear 


that good farmer, sure of his welcome, and pray- 
ing God he might find him alive. Perhaps his 
brothers would nofhave let him go so easily had 
they known he had made a large fortune in Ameri- 
ca, and was going to buy quite a slice of the 
county, 

(Qn the way he kept talking to Lurcher, and 
reminding him of certain sports they had en- 
joyed together, and feats of poaching they had 


old dog must have his supper. Supper they gave 
_ him, and a new sheep-skin to lie on by the great 
‘fire. So there he lay, and seemed to doze. 

The best bed in the house was laid for Garret, 
and when he got up to go to it, didn’t that wise 
old dog get up too with an effort, and move stiffly 
toward Garret, and lick his hand; then he lay 
down again all of a piece, as who should say, “ I'm 
very tired of it all.” “ He Knows me now at last,”’ 


it 


OPENING OF THE SEASON AT THE NORTH POLE. 


said Garret, jovfully. ‘That is his way of sav- 
ing good-night, I suppose. He was alwavs a won. 
derful wise dog.”’ 

In the morning they found Lurcher dead and 
stiff on the sheep-skin. It Was i long good-night 
he had bid so quietly to the friend of his youth 

Garret shed tears over him, and said, “ If I had 
only known what he meant, I'd have sat up with 
him. But I never could see far. Tle was a dea! 
wiser for a dog than I shall ever be for a man.” 

Meantime the family party assembled in the bed- 
room of the deceased. Every trace of feigned re. 
gret had left their faces, and all their eyes sparkled 
with joyand curiosity. They wentto open the chest. 
It was locked. They hunted for the key ; first qui- 
etly, then fussily. The women fvund it at last, 
sewed up in the bed; they cut 
it out and opened the chest. 

The first thing they found 
was a lot of stones. They 
glared at them, and the color 
left their faces. What dev- 
iltry was this % 

Presently they found writ- 
ing on one stone, * Look be- 


low.” Then there was a re- 
action, and a loud laugh. 
“The old fox was afraid 


the money and parchments 
would fly away, so he kept 
them down.” 

They plunged their hands 
in, and soon cleared out a 
barrowful of stones, till they 
came to a kind of paving- 
stone. They lifted this care- 
fully out, and discovered a 
good ew rope with a run- 
ning noose, and—the will. 

It was headed in large let- 
ters finely engrossed : 


“THE LAST WILL AND TESTA- 
MENT OF BRIAN TAAFE.”’ 


But the body of the in- 
&trument was in the scrawl 
of the testator. 


“T bequeath all the stones in 
this box to the hearts that could 
turn their father and benefactor 
out on the highway that stormy 
night. 

bequeath this rope for‘any 
father to hang himself with who 
is fool enough to give his prop- 
erty to his children before he 
dies.” 


This is a prosaic storv com- 

pared with the Lear of Shaks- 

peare, but it is well told by Gerald Griffin, who 

was a man of genius. Of course I claim little 

merit but that of setting the jewels. Were I to 

tell you that is an art, | suppose vou would not 
believe it. 

I have put the two stories together, not with- 
out a hope that the juxtaposition may set a few 
intelligent people thinking. It is very interesting, 
curious, and instructive to observe how different- 
ly the same events operate upon men who differ 
in character. And perhaps “The Two Lears”’ 
may encourage that vein of observation: its field 
is boundless. 
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THE BROOKLYN CALAMITY. 


On Tuesday evening, December 5, an audience 
of a Jittle more than nine hundred persons were 
assembled in the Brooklyn Theatre to witness the 
performance of The 7wo Orphans. num- 
ber above four hundred occupied seats Mthe gal- 
ery. The representation was within five minutes 
of its close, when persons on the stage saw flames 
creeping along the edge of one of the “ flies” on 
the left-hand side. The actors exhibited rare cool- 
ness and self-possession. Miss Kate CLaxtTon, 
who was acting the part of Louise, the blind girl, 
lay on her pallet of straw on the left-hand side of 
the stage, the scene being the boat-house on the 
river, the home of La Frochard. ao her stood 
Mrs. Many ANNE Farren, La Froéhard, Mr. J. B. 
Srup.ey, who was acting the part of Jacques Fro- 
chard, and Mr. H. 8. Muxpocn, Pierre, the cripple. 
Miss Caxton had already heard it whispered be- 
hind the scenes that the theatre was on fire; but 
even though she could see the flames directly over 
her, with rare presence of mind and courage she 
went on with the performance of her part, as did 
her companions, not one of them betraying by look 
or word the agitation felt by all. 

The flames spread rapidly, however. There 
were no appliances at hand for extinguishing fire. 
There was a hydrant, but no hose, and the water 
buckets were empty. An attempt to beat out the 
flames with a pole only scattered sparks upon 
inflammable material. The appalling situation 
could no longer be concealed from the audience, 
some of whom, indeed, had already discovered the 
flames, and were hastily leaving their seats. In 
this dreadful emergency the actors again display- 
ed a self-possession worthy of the highest praise. 
With one accord they advanced to the foot-lights, 
and besought the audiencé@ to disperse quietly. 
But for the awful panic that followed, every per- 
son in the building might have been saved. The 
cry of “ Fire!” “ Fire!” echoed through the the- 
atre,and at once the audience rose as one man 
and rushed madly for the doors. Those in the 
orchestra and parquette managed to reach the 
exits in safety, although many were badly bruised 
and crushed in the frantic endeavor to escape. 
But the stairway leading from the upper gallery 
proved to be a death-trap instead of a means of 
safety. At a sharp turn in this stairway a num- 
ber of persons became inextricably wedged to- 
gether, and formed an impassable barrier to the 
escape of those who were pressing against them 
from behind. 

Meanwhile the flames spread rapidly, the whole 
stage was one mass of fire, and a dense cloud of 
black smoke blew directly into the gallery. It is 
believed that most of those who perished were 
suffocated in this deadly. cloud. In less than 
, twenty minutes after the first alarm was given, 
the roof of the theatre fell in with a fearful crash, 
carrying down the gallery and the dress circle. 
By this time the whole Fire Department of the 
district was at work, but all the men could do 
was to prevent the flames from spreadigg to ad- 
jacent buildings. Soon after the falling of the 
roof the northern wall fell outward into Johnson 
Street; a few minutes later the eastern wall fell, 
and the theatre was a heap of ruins. Hardly an 
hour had elapsed from the time of the breaking 
out of the fire before the building was totally de- 
molished, and the flames were under control. 
Streams ofgwater were kept pouring upon the 
ruins during the remainder of the night, and it 
was decided that at daylight the search for the 
missing ones should commence. 

The extent of the calamity was still unknown. 
Most of the thousands who witnessed the con- 
flagration went away from the scene in the belief 
that none, or very few, had perished in the flames. 
The searth at day revealed the awful tragedy. 
From out the still smouldering ruins one body 
after another was brouglft out by the firemen. 
As the search went on, the extent of the calamity 
betame apparent. Soon the number of victims 
# discovered reached forty, then fifty, then seven- 
ty; and at the time of the present writing two 
hundred and ninety-two bodies have been taken 
out of the ruins. Further search may result in 
the discovery of ether victims. As fast as they 
were taken out, the bodies were conveyed to the 
Morgue, and when that would hold no more, the 
old market on Adams Street was taken posses- 
sion of, and there the remains of other victims 
were deposited. The greatest number of bodies 
were found in the cellar, immediately beyond 
the entrance to the large hall or corridor in the 
rear.of the auditorium. Most of the bodies were 
burned and blackened beyond recognition ; many 
could be identified by means of articles found on 
the person, but many more could not be identi- 
fied at all. The scenes at the Morgue when par- 
ents, sisters, or friends of some one known to 
be among the lost passed through the long lines 
of the dead, seeking in vain for some mark by 
which the remains could be recognized, were ter- 
rible and heart-breaking. Among the victims 
whose bodies were identified were two actors of 
fine character and promise, Mr. Murpocn and 
Mr. Berrovcus. In several instances whole fam- 
ilies perished together in the flames. 

Our illustration on the first page gives a view 
of the burning of the theatre, sketched from a 
point near the corner of Johnson and Wash- 
ington streets, shortly after the falling in of 
the roof. The crowd was immense, but there 
was little excitement, owing to ignorance of the 
extent of the disaster. The next day, however, 
the police had great difficulty in keeping back 
the thousands who gathered about the ruins, 
eager to get a view “of the ghastly spectacle. 
Great credit is due to the firemen and the police 
for their heroic efforts to save life, at the peril 
of their own, on the night of the conflagration. 

The accompanying diagram will give the reader 
a clear idea of the scene of the disaster. It is 
evident, while the stage and the parquette were 
amply provided with avenues of escape, the 
means of egress from the gallerv were totallv in- 


adequate. One narrow stairway, commencing on 
the left of the main entrance, turning to the right 
above, and passing over this entrance and again 
making a sharp turn for the ascent to the gal- 
lery—always the most crowded part-of every the- 
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atre—was the only mean’. by which hundreds of 
panic-stricken people could fly from the horrible 
death that menaced and overtook them. It was 
at the turn just over the main entrance that the 
fatal jam took place. The dotted space in the 
lobby or corridor indicates the spot where most 
of the bodies were found. The diagram shows 
also the passageway through which Miss Claxton 
made her escape when other avenues from the 
stage were cut off. 

The day succeeding the fire was one of sorrow 
and gloom for Brooklyn. A pall seemed to hang 
over the whole city. Business was almost wholly 
suspended, and people meeting in the streets con- 
versed in subdued tones about the terrible calam- 
ity. The other theatres were closed and draped 
with mourning. Brooklyn was, indeed, a city of 
mourning. Those who had escaped felt that they 
had been rescued from the very gates of death, 
and their rejoicing was tempered and subdued by 
the solemn thought. 

In another part of this paper the question of 
the safety of our places of amusement is dis- 
cussed, The press all over the country has taken 
the matter up, and it is to be hoped that the re- 
sult will be practical measures which will pre- 
vent in future the occurrence of a calamity like 
that which has put a whole city in mourning for 
her dead. 


HOME AND FOREIGN GOSSIP. 


Tux auction sale of the Exhibition buildings at Fair- 
mount Park is over, and one can not but apprehend 
that the result diminishes the probability of a fully 
satisfactory return to the stockholders and the gov- 
ernment upon the money contributed to establish the 
Exhibition. The uses for which these buildings were 
adapted were so unusual, and the circumstances of 
haste and pressure under which many of them were 
erected were so promotive of increased expense, that 
considerable loss from an auction sale was, of course, 
to be anticipated. But the prices reported seem very 
low, even making all proper allowances; and the buy- 
ers rather than the corporation must be congratula- 
ted on the result. Thus the Main Exhibition Building, 
which cost upward of a million and a half, brought 
$250,000. It was purchased by Mr. John 8S. Morton in 
behalf of the Permanent International Exhibition Com- 
pany, and will have continued existence as av exhibi- 
tion building. 

The following were the prices realized, compared 
with the alleged cost, of several of the more noted of 
the other buildings: 


Mineral Annexes, brought $1000; cost $19,000. 
4 00 5S 


Carriage 100; 
Photographic Building, 1000; “ 23,000. 
Art Gallery Annex, = 305); * 110,000. 
Judges’ Hall, 1000; “ 30,000. 
Agricultural 131,000; 270,000, 
Public Comfort Building, as 1000; * ,000 


Several of the buildings were purchased for uses 
which will bring them more or less within the notice 
of the public in future. Judges’ Hall was secured for 
the Permanent Exhibition Company. The Medica) De- 
partment building goes to the sea-side summer resort 
at Ocean Beach, New Jersey, and so does the smail 
building known as the Centennial Grand Reserve, and 
the National Bank building. The Corliss boiler-house 
was bought for the Franklin Institute of Philadelphia. 
The music pavilion in Landsdowne Ravine will be pre- 
sented to Fairmount Park. The butter and cheese 
factory is destined to become a hotel at Asbury Park, 
New Jersey. Cook's world ticket office is to increase 
the accommodations of Landisville camp- meeting 
grotnds. Rowell’s newspaper pavilion is to be fitted 
up as a lecture and concert hall. The Pennsylvania 
Educational Hall is destined for an excursion house 
at the sea-side. 


It is gratifying to learn of the success which has at- 
tended the Centennial Loan Exhibition of paintings, 
from the report of the committee which has recently 
been given. There were fifty-eight contributors to the 
exhibition, and 580 pictures selected, of which 182 were 
placed in the Metropolitan Museum, and 398 in the 
Academy of Design. The exhibition was open about 
220 days, and the gross receipta were $51,250 75. Ex- 
penses being deducted, there remains left for distribu- 
tion between the two places $31,907 08, 


There will be five eclipses in 1877, viz., a total eclipse 
of the moon on February 27, visible in the United 
States; a partial eclipse of the sun on March 14, visi- 
ble in Western Asia; a partial eclipse of the sun on 
August 8, visible in Alaska, Kamtchatka, and the 
North Pacific Ocean; a total eclipse of the moon on 
August 23, partly visible in the Eastern and Souther 
Statee; and a partial eclipse of the sun on September 
7, visible in South America. 


The Pelham coach has just discontinued its trips 
for the season. The crowd which gathered in front of 
the Hotel Brunswick on the ist day of May, when 
Colonel Kane started on his initial trip, has never 
flagged in its interest a single day. And on its last 
trip, a cold winter's morning, there was the same gen- 
tlemanly group to cheer its departure and arrival. Pe- 
enniarily the enterprise can hardly bé called a success, 


as the efpenses have exceeded the receipts by five dol- 
larsa day, But in respect to enjoyment and a health- 
giving recreation, it has been abundantly successful, 
and Colonel Kane expresses his regret at the close of 
the season, and his intention of having his coach on 
the road again as early as next Easter. 


The cultivation of celery is now strongly recom- 
mended to farmers, not only as a source of profit to 
themselves, but as a benefit to the community, since 
the habitual daily use of this vegetable is more benefi- 
cial to man as a nerve tonic than most persons are 
aware of. Those especially who are engaged in labor 
weakening to the nerves should use celery daily dur- 
ing its season. 


The cheap cab enterprise seems to have a fair pros- 
pect of at least commencing operations. A quarter of 
a million was required to start the work, and all but 
$62,000 1s subscribed. It is expected that the balance 
will be speedily taken up, when the building of the sta- 
ble will begin at once, the site having been selected. 
It is intended to put 150 cabs on the streets in a few 
weeks’ time, making temporary provision for the 
horses until the stables are in order. 


The “‘ Printers’ Greeley Memorial” is the name given 
to the monument recently placed over the grave of 
Horace Greeley in Greenwood. The bust is of bronze, 
colossal size, and rests upon a granite base. Upon one 
side of the pedestal is a bronze tablet representing Mr. 


‘Greeley at work as a young compositor. Upon the oth- 


er two sides, aleo in bronze, are a plow, a pen, and a 
scroll, and on the fourth is a simple inscription. The 
monument is the work of Mr. Calverly, an American 
sculptor, The cost was six thousand dollars, which 
was contributed mainly by the printers of New York. 


The portion of Castle Garden which was burned not 
long ago has been rebuilt and re-occupied as the land- 
ing dépét for inrmigrants. The interior presents al- 
most the same appearance as previous to the fire, ex- 
cept that the gallery is no longer to be seen. The new 
dome affords much better light, and the ventilation 
has been much improved. The inside arrangements 
are not complete as yet, but the accommodations are 
adeqpate for.the limited number of immigrants who 
arrive at this season of the year. The Commissioners 
will push forward the work remaining to be done 
without delay, in order to be prepared for an increase 
in the number of arrivals which they think would take 
place in case of a European war. 


-- --—  --- 


STEINWAY’S DOUBLE VICTORY ! 


TWO MEDALS AWARDED THEM. NO OTHER PIANO 
EXHIBITOR RECEIVES MORE THAN ONE. 


Sternway & Sons have been decreed the su- 
preme recompense, Viz.: TWO MEDALS OF HONOR 
and TWO DIPLOMAS OF MERIT, being incontestably 
the highest honors bestowed upon any piano dis- 
play at the Centennial Exhibition, no other piano 
exhibitor having received more than one Medal 
and one Diploma. To the Messrs. Srernway only 
has been accorded, by the unanimous verdict of 
the judges, “ the hig ghest degree of excellence in all 
their styles,” as shown by the following official 
report on the STEINWAY exhibit of Grand, Square, 
and Upright pianos, viz. 

“ For greatest concert capacity in Grand pianos, 
as also hig ghest degree of excellencein all their styles 
of pianos, viz.: largest volume » purity and dura- 
tion of tone, and extraordinary carrying capacity, 
with precision and durability of mec hanism ; also, 
novel disposition of the strings, and construction 
and bracing of the metal frame.” 

After this the report minutely describes and 
endorses the six principal and most valuable of 
STEINWAY’S patented inventions, which have made 
“THe Steinway” 

. THE STANDARD PIANOS OF THE WORLD. 

Steinway & Sons, being the only piano-makers 
who manufacture “every portion’’ of the instru- 
ment, including all the metal parts, were honored 
with an additional Medal and Diploma of Merit 


for “the surpassing excellence ” of, their Machin- | 


ery Hall exhibit, upon the following unanimous 
official report of the same judges. 

“ These articles of composite metal show the 
highest perfection of finish and workmanship and 
the greatest firmness and uniformity of struc- 
ture, a steel-like and sounding quality with a tensile 
strength exceeding 5000 lbs. per square centimeter, 
as demonstrated by actual tests. The full metal 
Frames of cupola shape possess an unequaled degree 
of resistance, permitting a vastly increased tension 
of strings without the slightest danger of break or 
crack in said metal frames, thereby considerably in- 


creasing the vibratory power, an a the 
lasting qualities of their instruments.” SE 
Herald, December 5th, 


For all disorders arising from an unhealthy 
condition of the liver or stomach no remedy 
equals Dr. Schenck’s Mandrake Pills, which are 
now used by thousands with the most beneficial 
results. One box of these pills, valued at 25 
cents, will prove the efficacy of the medicine. 
No matter how costive or how bilious the system 
may be, the habit of body is immediately corrected 
and regulated, and the organs are brought to a 
healthy and natural activity. The Mandrake Pills 
are likewise an infallible remedy for sick head- 
ache and piles. For sale by all druggists.—[ Com. ] 


of bottles of Cocoarne have 
been sold during the*lagt twenty years, and the pub- 
lic have rendered the verdict that it is the beat ir 
dressing in the world.—[{Com. 


—— 


A Paper ror Youne Prorie.—The Youth's Compan- 
ion, of Boston, is one of the most judicions and enter- 
prising sheets in the country, and in breadth of mis- 
cellaneous reading has no superior. —{Com. } 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


5 —Polished Granite Monuments,from $25, free on 
¢ board ship for any part of America. inscrip- 
tions accurate and beantifnl. Plans and prices free. Ad- 


dress JOHN W. LEGGE, Seulrtor, Aberdeen. Scotland. 


uccess! 


Unquestionably the Greatest 
Success of the Day! 
Enthusiasm of Purchasers Un- 
bounded! 

A Complete Revolution in Sew- 
ing-Machines! 

Makes the Only Real Lock- 
Stitch! 


Nothing Like it in the World! 


NEW WILLCOX & GIBBS 


AUTOMATIC 


SILENT SEWING-MACHINE. 


The public are invited to examine this last 
and greatest invention in sewing-machines, 
or if they are at a distance from any agency, to 
write by postal card to the head office for full de- 
scriptive catalogue and list of offices, prices, &c. 


WILLCOX & GIBBS S. M. CO., 


658 BROADWAY, 
Cor. Bond Street. NEW YORK, 


*.* The AUTOMATIC has received the 
highest awards and premiums from the Ameri- 
can Institute, the Franklin Institute of Pennsyl- 
vania, and the Centennial Exposition ; also from 
State and county fairs wherever exhibited. 


*,.* The company invite correspond- 
ence from merchants and others who 
are on the lookout for a good business 
opportunity, and who can devote some 
attention to introducing this machine in 
their their respective localities. 


HOLIDAY PRESENTS. 


Barrens & Rioe, 8 John St., N.Y., offer their well se- 
lected stock of Fine Watches, Diamonds, Cameos,Jewelri, 
and Silverware, at gy reduced prices. MEDALS & Di- 
PLOMAS received the Inter. Exhibitions in Lonpon, 
1862; + Panis, 1867 ; Vv TENNA, 1872; and Philadelphia, 1876. 


A Year. AGENTS WANTED. 
on our Grand Combination 
Prospectus, representing 


450 pistincr BOO K > 
4 every where. The biggest thing ever tried. Sales 


made from this when all single books fail. Also, Agents 
Wanted on our MAGNIFICENT FAMILY BIBLES. 
Superior to all others. With invaluable Lllustrated 
Aids and Superb bindings. —— on beat the 

POTTER & CO., Publishers, PHILA. 


POLLAK ¢ CO., 


Manufacturers of Meerschaum Pi 
and Holders. Repairing, Boiling, 
Wholesale and R Retail.” 
27 John St., N.Y. P.O. Box 5009. 
SEND. FOR CIRCULAR. 


$15 SHOT GUN 


A double-barrel gun, bar or ~ py | locks; warrant- 
cd genuine ee barrels, and a good shooter, OR NO 
Salas with Flask, Pouch and a Wad Cutter, for $15. 

n be sent O. D., with privilege to examine we ore 


paying stamp for circular to P. 
yun Dealers, Main Street, Cincinnati, 


BUSINESS, PLEASURE, MEN, BOYS 


"pay theSELF- IN 


Strongest, Cheapest, Best, wil! do 

work of a $250 press. 4x6,$14 ; 5x7 

$27 ; 6x9, $37 ; 8x12, $60. ‘Good Card 
Press, type, roller, ink, &c., $5. Send 
stamp for catalogue to Curtis & Mit- 
= ll, Type Founders, No. 21 Brattle 
., Boston, Mass. Established 1847. 


SKIN DISEASES BY Dr.VAN DYKE. 


White, Itchy, and Sealy Tetter of the Scalp. —The 
scalp gets itchy, tender, and covered with fine white 
scales. They form again as fast as removed. 

Pimples, Fleshworms, and Blackheads.—On the fore- 
head, cheeks, and nose. They exude a whitish sub- 
stance when squeezed. 

Prurigo (intense itching).—Begins soon as the cloth- 
ing is removed; no eruption but that caused by 
ecratching. 

The above and all Skin Diseases cured. Call on or 
address De. VAN DYKE, No. 6 West 16th St., New 
York; or, 1321 Green St., Philadelphia. 

Manufacturer of 


Cc, STEHR, Meerschaum 


Pipes & Amber Goods. W hole- 

sale and retail. Send for Circular and 

Price-List. 347 Broome Street, 
3 doors from Bowery. 


RARE AND FINE ENGRAVINGS. 


Address F. KEPPEL, 66 Beekman Street, New York. 


GENTS, we have just the thing for ‘“‘ Hard Times.” 
Something new. Particulars free. Write now. 
ENDA LL & CO., Boston, Mass. 


2() New Year Carns, with name, 2c. p at- 
paid, J. B. HUSTED, Nasean, Renes. Co., N. Y. 
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104? 


PR ANG’S ILLUMINATED 


Christmas & New Year Cards. 


These beantiful cards, which are issued in a great va- 
riety of styles and designs, are growing in public favor 
from year to year, in Europe as well as in America. 
For sale by all Stationers and Book-dealers. 

N.B.— These cards are copyrighted, and all infringe- 
ments will be prosecuted. 


lllustrated Catalogues of our other pub- 
lications, all of which are admirably well suited for 


HOLIDAY PRESENTS, 


Will be mailed’ gratis to any address on application. 
L. PRANG & CO., Boston. 


a9 Q 
Rogers’ Statuary 
$10 and upward. 
‘WEIGHING THE BABY.’ 
A New Croup. 
21 In. High, Price $15. 
Inclose 10 cts. for Illus- 
trated Catalogue and prints 
eof lawn aubjecta, to JOHN 


ROGERS, 1155 Broadway, 
cor. 27th St., New York. 


$3, 00 for $1.00. 


HICAGO 


All the great weekly newspapers of the 
size and character of THE CHICAGO LED- 
GER charge $3.00 per year, while THE 
LEDGER costs but $1.00. 


The Lenerr is the BEST Family Paper in the United 
States, ably edited, handsomely printed; containing 
every week choice completed stories, an insta]!ment of 
an interesting illustrated serial, and general reading for 
old and young, for the farmer, for the bousewife, and 
for all classes. Special care is taken to make its tone 
uniformly chaste and moral. Send $1, and 15 cents for 
postage, and your a:idress to 


THE LEDGER, 


CHICAGO, ILLINOIS, 


USEFUL PRESENTS. 


BEAUTIFUL invention for marking Clothing 
and printing Cards.@¢. An article (hat every- 
body should have. Aiphabes of type to print 
any name, business or address. ‘ery proft- 
able, amusing and the 


wur % aiphabels. 
beis. Type Case, Ink and 4 3 included. De- 


livered an b enta wanted 
GOLDING & "40 Fort Hill Sq, Boston 


OFFICIAL PRESS. 


VERY BUSINESS MAN, to be successful, should 
—/ one, for doing his own printing and 
ay Jt will pay for iteet/ over and over again. Jt is simp 
and strong in construction; beautiful in design and 


finish; easy and rapid in operation. Print Sct 
toSzrl2in. Coat §7 to Send ‘kc stamp for I lius- 
trated Catalogue of Outfits l . 


GOLDING & CO. 6q. BONTOS. 


PEARL 
PRINTING PRESS. 


Rotary Foot or Steam Power. 
From new and improved patterns. For printing 
cards, billheads, lalels, sfotements, circulars, 
thas no superior, Midal awarded at the 
Centennial Exhibition, and recommended by the 
Judges over ali ohers for ** Simplicity, Cumpact- 
ness, of Operation. and Ease of Aun- 
ning.” With Automatic Card Dropper prints 

cards an hour; W. C. Cannon, Card Prin- 
Presses from $4 to 
8400. Sizes, 2x3 in. to inches. Send 
cent stamp for Catalo of Presses, Tools, 
Type. ere. toCOLD DIN NC &CO., 
Manufacrs Fort Hill 


LUCRATIVE BUSINESS. 


(7 WE WANT S0O MORE FIRST-CLASS 
SEWING MACHINE ACENTS, AND 500 
MEN OF ENERCY AND ABILITY TO LEARN 
THE BUSINESS OF SELLING SEWINC MA- 
CHINES. COMPENSATION LIBERAL, BUT 
VARYING ACCORDING TO ABILITY, CHAR- 
ACTER AND QUALIFICATIONS OF THE 
ACENT. FOR PARTICULARS, ADDRESS 


Wilson Sewing Machine Co., Chicago, 


827 & 829 Broadway, New York, or New Orleans, La. 


-KALDENBERG, 


MANUFACTURER OF 
MEERSCHAUM PIPES, 
ar-Holders, &c. 
Wholesale and Retail. Received First 
Prize at the Centennial. 
Send for Iiustrated Price-List. 


117 Fulton St. . 
Astor House NewYork. 


STORES: 


Young America Press Co., ¢ 
53 MURRAY ST., NEW YORK, 


hers are ack now lot 


_ Ciscalars free. Specimen Beck of Cuts, &c. ten cents. 


The PERFORMING SKELETON, 
14 inches in height. It will dance in perfect 
to tune ; falls down, rises, walks, 
c., as requested, seemingly en- 
with life; defying detection, it never 
fails to delight, astonish, and produce a 
2 for cts. alled, 
EUREKA TRIC AND LTY "30 
Ann St., New York, Dex 4614 


CHRISTMAS ‘DECORATIONS. 


That beautiful vine, Palmatum or Hart- 

ford Fern. For sale at the rate of $4 00 per 100 pieces 

pressed. Discount to the trade. A. A. WILLIAMS, 
P. O. Box 57. Hartford, Conn. 


ubarming Everblooming Roses & House Plants. 


Choice Varieties for $1, 5 for 50c. Samnles 
GREZIVES, Greentrece & Paterson Nurseries, PATERSON.) 


HOUSEHOLD 


ELEGANCIES. 


The Best of Christmas Presents to your Lady Friends. 
The Most Beautiful Ladies’ Book ever Published, 


En 


and 


vings. 
mal 
rbly illustrated, devoted to the culture of Plants, Bulbs, and 
lowers, for in-doors. Has handsome Designs of Hanging 
Baskets, 
Price $1 50 by mail. 

LADIES? FANCY WORK,—Just published. A 
charming book, devoted to Feather Work, Pape 
Fire Screens, Shrines, Rustic Pictures, a charming series of 
Designs for Easter Crosses, Straw Ornaments, Shell Flowers 
hell Work, Bead, Mosaic , and Fish-Scale Embroide ry, Hair 
Work and Card-Board Orname nts, Cottage Foot Rests, 
GarderDecorations, Crochet Work, Designs in Embroidery 
an immense variety of other Fancy Work to delight all overs 
of Household Art and Recreation. 

All above for sale by Booksellers every where, or sent by 
mail on receipt of price. 


Address HENRY = WILLIAMS, Publisher, 


N. B.—Send P.O. Stamp for Catalogue Household Book, 


A splendid new book, devoted to a multitude of topics of 
Household Art, Taste, and Fancy Work, Traneparencies, Leaf 
Work, Worsted Work, Work Boxes, Baskets, t 
Fret Sawing, Picture Frames, Wall Pockets, Paintings, Straw 
Work, Hair W 


Vax Flowers, 


fork, Bead W Fork, &c., &c. Over 300 pages; 250 
A charming gift to any friend. Price $1 50 by 


INDOW GARDENING,—A etandard book, su- 
Flowers, and Parlor Decorations. 250 Engravings. 


r Flowers, 


‘indow 
, and 


Price $1 50 


St, New York. 


The Ladd Patent Stiffened 


COLD WATCH 


For the movements of the various American Watch Co.’s, in full and three-quarter plate, 


Gent’s, Ladies’, and Boys 


sizes, Key and Stem Winders, and in the following styles, BASCINE, 


FLAT-BEVEL, and MANSARD (this latter as originally named, modeled, and introduced by 


them), forming the most complete and varied line of elegant cases ever offered for sale. 


It is 


now ten years since these Watch Cases were introduced to the public, during which period of 


time they have steadily gained in popular contidence and esteem. 
and Nickel Composition, thoroughly welded together and rolled to the 


Made of thick plates of Gold 
required thickness—they 


are, while equally handsome—stronger and more durable than the finest Solid Gold Cases of the 


same thickness of metal, and at ONE-THIRD OR ONE-HALF THE 
ments, they make the cheapest, most elegant and serviceable Watches in market. 


COST, and with good move- 
The critical 


examination of these goods by the public is invited. For sale by Jewelers every where. 
Aut Genuine Watcu Casés or ovr Mancractvre Have “G. W. Ladd’s Patent, June 11, 1867,” 


STAMPED UPON THE SIDE BAND UNDERNEATH THE GLASS BEZEL. 


Send for full descriptive Circular, to 


Factory 104 Eddy Street, 
R. I. 


ANEW AND BEAUTIFUL ART. 


Refuse all others. 


J.A. BROWN 


Sole Manutacturers, 


& 


} Office and Salesrooms No. 11 Maiden Lane, New York. 


THE QUEEN CITY MEZZORGRAPH CO. OFFER 


kK ANOTHER NEW PICTURE 


STHE CROWN OF ROSES, 


Representing a BEAT UL 


ery with 
S DESCE NI 
SROWNO FRO OSES 
i 


The back-groun 


Sir His MILD M 


flowing drapery, descending in the distance. bearing flowers to the ° 


A Gem of Loveliness and Beauty 
far eclipsing any of our former 


in graceful drapery, the type of Meavealy ey — ty 
ess of Faith, trusting in Ged. us to see that ** Syeet are the uges of A 
But Lo! in triumph a radiance like the rays of a May Mornin t 

e, when suddenly Ange lic figures 
BING JESTY. with soft, flowing robe, while his holy hands enclasp « 
fresh from high simmaculate bowers. yetgemmed with He saven's pearly dews 
sartistically relieved by the dark blue sea and the Angelic f orm ofa FEMAL 


dver 
in gleams from on hich thrilled her 


scended; one whose God-like brow repre soul 


LE in her soft 


‘Crowned One,’’ while the dark fore-ground 


s beautifully diversified with Ruck. Foliage, Flowers, aud characteristic Facial Delineation; all uf which com- 


vine to form a picture of charming beauty. 


GUARANTEED 


to be as repre- 
sented or money 


REFUNDED. 


te On receipt of 5O CENTS, we will mail to the sender one copy, size 24x30 inches, upon the best 


ecalendered PLATE P 


PAPER; or. toaclubd of five pictures (to one address) we will 


gend one extra copy free 


] orders must be PLAINLY WRITTEN, giving your post-office, county, and State, and addressed directly to the 


Queen City Mezzorgraph 


With the above new 
—_ sands have been sol: 


)as a true and bea 


155 
vicfGre we still offer the CROSS OF R 


utiful companion picture. 


Cincinnati, 0. 
ORES (of which so many thou- 
e will send both pictures on 


Hest Fourth 


receipt of $1.00, or either on receipt of fifty cents. 
The following is one of many thousands of complimentary letters we have received 


W ord 
Jesus: ’’ it expresses so much of his ministry. 
eyes upon them all the time. 
Respectfully, 


s fail to express my admiration and delight of the two pictures. 
5 can hardly wait for them to be framed so that | cam feast my 
I show them te all my friends ma, they seem as delighted as myself. 


I have always longed for a picture of 


‘RAMM., «4 H Street, South Boston, Mass. 


Address Queen City Messoryre ph Co., 155 Weat Fourth &t., Cincinnati, 
eac 


ry We cuarantee the safe arriva 


picture, in good order. 


Throws the 
arrow very MOST POPULAR 
and affords Toy ever introduced. 


hours of amusement for both young and old. Made 
of hard wood, finely selichell beantitully colored. 
A sample dozen sent prepaid, on receipt of $1 00. For 
sale by all dealers. Agente wanted. 

TARGET ARROW CO., 834 Chestnut St., Phila. 


APPY NEW YEAR, 


25 New Year’s Cards, assort- 
ed designs, and 25 Visiting 
Cards, 10 colors, with your name 
printed on them, and an elegant 


Morocco ard Case 
for 35 cts. Address NOVELTY 
CARD CO., Ashland, Mass. 


PERFECTION. 


BOKER’S BITTERS. 


L. FUNKE, Jr., Sole Agent, No. 78 John St., N. ¥. 
P. O. Box 1029. 


$5 *UNCLE SAM)? PRESS. 
Chase 3% Outfit, 4 styles type, &c., 
$5. $5 ‘Best’ Self-Inking, with outfit, 
$6 50. $7 ‘ Beat’ Press No. 2, with ontfit, $10. 
$45 nae Jobber. Stamp for Catalogue. 
W. . EVANS, 50 North 9th St., Phila. 


RUBBER WORKS. 


Goods for Druggists and Stationers. Inventors’ Arti- 
cles manufactured. F. H. HOLTON, 45 Gold St., N.Y. 


Portraits, &c.,drawn by machinery. Ap 
paratus, with inetruc tions, by mail,on 
Mro. Co., 614 Chestnut St., Phila, Pa. 


\PIUum HABIT and how to CURE IT. 
POWSER, Logansport, Ind. Fnclose Stamp. 


TOY. MOUSE! 
LIFE SIZE AND COLOR. 


Fun for Kit. 


The best and cheapest Toy in the World. 


wil 
run 35 or 40 feet. Sent post paid, for 26 «ta, 
SMITH & EGGE, Box 106. Bridgeport, ct 


~ ibe 


success 

agnificent new combination 
of THE ILLUSTRATED 
WEEELY. Let noagentfall to 
send for particalars at one. 
Address, CHAS, CLUCAS & CO. 
14 Warren Bt... New York, or 
11% Monroe St., Chicage 


Cr OFFICIAL HISTORY OF THE 


NTEN'L EXHIBITION 


It agile faster than any other book. One agent sold 34 
copies in one day. This is the only authentic and com- 
} plete history 
Agenta. NA 


wuiblished. Send for our extra terme to 
TIONAL PUBLISHING CO., 


Phila., Pa. 


$102 25 sure made by Agents selling 
our Chromosa, Crayons, Picture 
Cards. 125 samples, 
worth $5, sent, postpaid, for I!lnstrated Catalogue 
free. 


J. H. BUFFORD’S SONS, BOSTON. Eetab'd 1380. 


Imitation Gold Watches 

15. $20 aad $25each. Chains 
Jeweiry ofthe same 
D. by Express. Sendetemp fr 
Tibustrated Clreviar COLLING MeTaL WATCH 
_¥actoay, Broadway, New York. Pox 


| ary co, Mas. AGENTS 


95 Extra Fine Mixed Cards, with name, 10 
cts., postpaid. L. JONES & CO., Nasaan, Y. 


THREE AWARDS 


WITH MEDALS — DIPLOMAS, 


No. 686 Broadway, New York, 
FOR— 


Silver-Plated Goods. 


Centennial Exposition, Phila. 
EXTRACTS FROM JUDGES’ REPORTS. 
“AN EXTENSIVE DISPLAY of SILVER-PLATED 
GOODS, INCLUDING ALL VARIETIES OF 
HOUSEHOLD TABLE WAKE. 


“THEIR HOLLOW WARE,PLATED upon WHITE 
METAL, IS OF HIGH EXCELLENCE,WITH 
DESIGNS IN GOOD TASTE AND QUALITY, 
and FINISH of SUPERIOR CHARACTER. 

“THEIR MANY PATTERNS of KNIVES, FORKS, 
AND SPOONS ARE OF GREAT EXCEL- 
LENCE. 

“THEIR HISTORICAL VASE, 

PROGRESS, 
ILLUSTRATING PHASES OF THE 185TH AND 
19TH CENTURIES, AN ORIGINAL AND ELAB- 
ORATE COMPOSITION OF Striking Charac< 
ter and Praiseworthy Excellence BOTH 
IN DESIGN AND EXECUTION,” 


“REED & BARTON 


HAVE BEEN AWARDED FIRST PREMIUMS FOR 
THEIR WARE WUEREVER EXHIBITED IN 
AMERICA AND FOREIGN COUNTRIES. 


Salesrooms, 636 Broadway, N. af 


A. GRANT CO., manufactuters ENVi 
and PAPER. 2.4 and Home Tr. 


N AGENT is wanited in every county of the United 
States to sell the most popular book ever pub- 
lished. For artic ulare, address INTE my ATIONAL 
PU BLISHING CO., 40T North 4th St., 


‘EATE RS EASILY CURED. By one 
that used it for thirteen years. Address 
Jos. A. Dunn, Elizabethport, N. J. 


. Louis, Mo. 


AN TED! SALESMEN at a salary of 

ear fo travel and sell goods to Dealers. N@© 
PEDDLING. Hotel and traveling expenses prard, 
Address. o., ‘incinnati, Ohio. 


WANTE ase of Ca 


troduce it. 
Salesmen tosell light Hardware todeal- 
ers. No Peporine. Salary, $1200 a year. 
Hotel and trave ling expenses paid. Ad- 


dress DEFIANCE M'F CO., Chicago, iil. 


to cure a case of Catarrh in each ne igh- 
borhood, with Dr. Karsner’s Remedy, to in- 
Sample free. J. C. Tilton. Pittsbargh, Pa. 


Each week to Agents. Goods Staple. 10,000 
teatimonials received. Terms liberal. Par- 
Gculare free. J.Worrn & Co., St. Louis, Mo, 


permanent en ploy ment ; quod 
salary. Traveling expenses paid by Company. 


Union Industrial Works, Cincinnati, O. 
A MONTH. 36 Best 


selling prticles in the world. One sample 
Address J. KLRONSON, Detroit, ‘Mich. 


WATCHES, Cheapest in the known 
world. Sample watch and ontfit free te Aventa. 
For terms, address COULTER & CO. 


Ageuts wante 4. 


P ree. 


ANON G TON, Cureaco. 
VES We want : an APent in every town. 
| Easy work at home. Write now and we 
YES will start you. 
SON & SMITH, 64 


Sada SIMP- 

NCLOSE «t'mp to Dr. Dodge, Planters H'se, St. Louis, 
4 Mo., for Cardiac Articles as published in C hr. Times. 
ADIES can make $ a day in their own city on or 

town. Address EL I. IS M'F’G CO..W altbam, Mass. 


$9()0) A Month. 


Excel. Mig.Co., 


B55 2877 Weck Agente, Samples MRE. 
LOV 


“made by ONE Agent in 57 days. 13 new 


articles. free. Address 


sure to all. 
ortiandt St., 


Outfit worth #1 tree to Awente. 
151 Michigan Ave.,Chicago, Dl. 


Great secrets sent free hb 
Newark, N. 


AND MONEY. 
Tue Uston Postmutne Co., 
N ATIONAL MONTHLY, IIl'd, We. a year, 3 mon the’ 
trial, 0c. None free. Lock Box 174, Washington, D.C 
Harper's Magazine, Weekly, & Bazar. 
One copy of erther u iil he aent for one vear, POSTAGE 
PREPAID, to any Subscriber m the States oF 
Canada, on receipt af Fou Dedlare by the Publishers, 
Haurven’s Magazine, Hanren’s W eexcy, antl Hanenn’s 
Bazan, for one year, $10 00; or any two for $7 wo: 


Postage free. 
An Extra of cither the Magazine, or 


Bazan well be rratia for ever’ Clud af Five 
Sunusonuinens af $4 00 cach, tn one remittance; or, Siz 
Copies for $20 00, without extra copy: Postage free. 
Teams ros tN Hanran’s W 
Bazar. 

Inside Paves, $2 00 per Line; 
each Ineertion. 
Cuts and Display, 


Harper's Weekly 

Outside Page, #4 00 per Line— 

| Harper's Bazar.—#1 00 per Line; 
$1 2% per e—each insertion. 

MNARNPER & DROTHERS, New York. 
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A NATIONAL GAME THAT IS PLAYED OuvUT. 


‘ABLISHED 1820. 


C.G.GUNTHER’S SONS 


Removed from 502--504 Broadway to 


184 Fifth Avenue, 


Invite inspection to their Stock of 
SEAL-SKIN SACQUES, 
FUR-LINED GARMENTS, 


FUR TRIMMINGS. 
The Largest and most Complete ever offered. 


184 Fifth Avenue, 


(Broadway ¢ & 23d St.), NEW YORK. 


LONDON BOOKS, 


Rare and Valuable, 


LONDON PRICES. 


Suitable for public institutions and gentlemen's 
private libraries, many of which are curious and of 


rare occurrence. 
Now Ready, Catalogue No. 93. Mailed gratis on 


application. A. L. LUYSTER, 


7 Bloomsbury Market, London. 138 Fulton St., N. ¥. 


NABE 


Highest Centennial Award. 


DIPLOMA OF HONOR AND MEDAL OF MERIT. 


By the system of awards adopted, Pianos of all 
grades received medals of precisely the same charac- 
ter, but the true test of merit appears only in the re- 
ports of the judges accompanying the medals. The 
judges found in the Knabe Pianos 

The Best Exponents of the Art of 

Piano Making, 
And by their verdict have conceded to them 


THE LEADING POSITION, 


COMBINING 


All’the Requisites of, a Perfect ‘Instru- 


ment in the Highest Degree: 
POWER, RICHNESS, AND SINGING QUALITY 
OF TONE, EASE AND ELASTICITY OF TOUCH, 
EFFECTIVENESS OF ACTION, SOLIDITY AND 
ORIGINALITY OF CONSTRUCTION, EXCE 
LENCE OF WORKMANSHIP ON ALL FOUR 
STYLES, 

Concert Grands, Parlor Grands, 
Square and Upright Pianos. 


WM. KNABE & CO., 
BALTIMORE and NEW YORK. 
No. 112 Fifth Avenue, ‘New York. 


WARD B. SNYDER 


MANUS, AC TLRER 


six 


CLUB WAFES Trt 
CAN CLUB 


JOSEPH GILLOTT’S 
STEEL PENS. 


SOLD BY. ALL DEALERS. 
JOSEPH GILLOTT & SONS. 


Henny Hor, Sore 91 John St., N. 
Press for cards, labels, envelopes, etc. Large 
Pp make money by taking in smal) jobs. 

New York Office, 260 Broadway. 


Premium if All at Centennial, Hand and Sels- 
one large work. Anylody can work them, 

have much fun andmake money 

BO S very at printing cards, etc. 

Send two for catalogue. 


Save money! Do 

wit Printing. Ine re advertising 
have good pastime for spare hours, and can 

to Min, KELSEY & ©0 Meriden, Conn 


DICR’S TASTELESS MEDICINES 
For Sale by all Druggists. — 


HOLIDAYS. 


TIFFANY & Go. 


UNION SQUARE. 


Have the largest stock of Jew- 
elry they have ever shown, 
including Diamonds and other 
Gems. Stone Cameos, Coral, 
and all Gold Jewelry of French, 
English, Roman, and their own 
make. A full line of Moderate 
priced goods suitable for pres- 
ents for Ladies, Gentlemen, and 
Children. | 

Mail orders receive prompt 
and particular attention. 
ACME CLUB SKATE. 


no Plates Straps nor Key. 


Send stamp for List of Skatea, Novelties, an —- 
Goods. SH & SIMPSON, 182 Nassau Street, N. 


FISHERMEN! 
TWINES AND NETTING, 


MANUFAOTUBED BY 


WM, E. HOOPER & SONS, Baltimore, Md. 
t@™ Send {pr Price-List, naming your County and State. 


SORRENTO AND INLAID WORK 


FOR AMATEURS. 
By ARTHUR HOPE. 


A practical Manual of Scroll- 
Sawing, nda and Home Or- 
pamentation ontains full 
sized Designs, new and beautiful. 
Designs are worth more than price 
of book. a bound, 8vo. 
For sale by booksellers gene rally. 
oy by mail on receipt of price 

$1 50 ‘riptive circular mail 
ress. JOHN WILKIN ON, Publisher, 


| before offered in N. Y. 


7 55 Lake Street, Chicago. 
500 PIANOS & ORGANS 


Second-hand, of First-Class Makers, includ- 
ing WATERS’, will be sold DURING the 
HOLIDAYS at lower prices for Cash, or in- 
stallments, or until paid for, than ever 
From $10 to $15 
monthly will ben a first-class new Piano,and 
$5 to 810 monthly a splendid Organ. Illus- 


trated Catalogues Mailed. AGENTS WANT- 


ED. HORACE WATERS & SONS, Ware- 
rooms, 40 East 14th St., Union Square, N.Y. 


“MARVI 


SAfE& SEALE 
265 BROADWAY. | 


OD FOR ESTIMATES. 


FLORIDA BITTERS 


Are the Best Tonic and superior to any Imported Bit- 
tera. Try it. Sold by all Draggists, Grocers, and 


Wine Meross* CLARK & HOYT, N. Y. 


Duited States Life Insurance Company 


What the New York Insurance Department Reports After a 
Thorough Examination of the United States Life Ins. Co. 


To the Hon. Wa, Suyru, 
Acting Supt. N. Y. Ins. 
Pursuant to your ap 

United States 

affairs of said Company; that at the date of this re 
investigation of the sec 
pany’s condition on Nov. Ist, 1876, is given below. 


Noy. 27th, 1876. 


ns. Dept. 
intment, No. 360, bearing date Nov. 13th, 1876, the undersigned, your commission- 
at since the date of your commission they have been engaged at the oftice of the 
fe Insurance Company of New York City, in makin 


an examination of the condition and 


rt we have conciuded a most thorough and exhaustive 
urities, books, and papers of said institution, the result of which, - 


owing the Com- 


We further report that every facility was given your examiners to make their researches full and complete, 
and the officers of the Company are deserving of your commendation therefor. 
Completa schedules, saving each — loan and uncollected and deferred premiums seriatim, are now 


on file in this department, together w 


h a record of every — in force. 
gage, with date and page of record, together with detailed 


Mortgage Lists, giving each Mort- 
sts of all other Assets, are also on file. 


I. ASSETS. 
STOCKS AND BONDS OWNED, (ar Value. Market Value 
Brookly 213,000 226,75 
,000 59,850 00 
ces 140,000 149,045 83 
Erie County C ,000 25,583 33 
Eastchester, N Coupon Bondg., bee ne 16,000 16,280 00 
South Norwalk, Conn., Water Loan....... 100,000- 104,000 00 
erscy City Regiatered 74,000 77,140 00 
District of Columbia 5-65 150,000 105,000 00 
COLLATERAL LOANS, ar Value. Market Value. Amount Loaned. 
Cash in Bank, per Certificates............. tes 108,989 24 
Total 104,462 26 
Premium Notes and Loans on Policies in Force.........---2.0-..cceccecccssceeeveceecsccsecnc, 172,744 T2 
Accrued Interest/on Bonds and ce 70,735 98 
cess $4,759, 403 02 02 
ITEMS NOT ADMITTED AS AVAILABLE ASSETS. 


LIABILITIES. 


Net present value of all the outstanding policies in force on the 8ist day of October, 1876, com- 
puted by the Insurance Departinent, according to the American Experience Table of Mor- 


tality, with 44g per cent. interest................... 
Unpaid losses, including all reported and supposed claims.. 


Liability for reserve on lapsed policies where said policies can be restored on application..... 11,009 00 
IIT. MASCELLANEOt 
Surplus as regards policy holders on the basis of admitted assets...... ...................45. $769,307 80 
Surplus as regards policy holders on the besis of total assets......... 796,842 07 
JOHN A. MocCALL, Jr. t 
S. M. BALLARD, g Commissioners. 


INSURANCE DEPARTMENT, 


December 4th, 1876. 


I, Witttam Suyrn, Acting Superintendent of the Insurance Department of the State of New York, do 
hereby certify that I have compared the annexed copy of App pointment and Report of Commissioners on ex- 


amination of United States Life Insurance Company of New 
and that the same is a correct transcript therefrom, and of the whole of said original. 


ork with the original on file in this Department, 
(Schedules excepted.) 


In witness whereof, 1 have hereunto set my hand and affixed my official seal, at the City of Albany, this 4th 


day of 1876. 
8. 


WM. BMY TH, Acting Superintendent. 


Humphreys’ Parisian Diamonds. 


Are a coating of real Diamonds on a pure Crystal. THEIR LUSTRE IS PURE, BRILLIANT, IMPER- 
ISHABLE, UNTARNISHED BY WEAR. Are as desirable as real Gems, and cost thirty times less. They 


are set in 18-Karat Gold. 
We send Goods to any address, C. 
alogue KE HAVE NO AGENTS. 


Between Oth and 10th Streets. 


O. D., with the privilege to examine before paying. 


Send for Cat- 


HUMPHREYS, 
779 Broadway, New York. 


First Premium 


Awarded by CenTEenniaL 
Exposition to 


Electr o-Silicon 


The best article for Clean- 


tee ing & Polishing Silverware, 


Household Utensils, &c. 
OF FIN, REDING- 


{No.9 Scola st. 


SOMETHIN G NEW. 


The Popular Photograph Camera. 
[7 EVERY ONE HIS OWN PHOTOGRAPHER. 
Full directions accompanying each instrument, with 
material for making 12 negatives. Price $5 00. Send for 
Circular. G. 8S. WOOLMAN, 116 Fulton St., New York. 
Don’t fail to mention Harper’ 8 Weekly. 


FAVORITE CIGAR- 
ETTE ROLLER. 
2% inches long. 
Silver-Plated, 50¢. Sent on 
3 receipt of price. POPE MFG. 
CO., 145 High St, Boston. — 


PRINTING PRESS. 


The neatest press made. Adjustable 
Gauge with Ink Table and Roller. War- 
ranted to give satiefaction. Price, $1 50; 
se mail, $1 75. Send 10c. for our Cata- 

logue of Sporting and Novelty Goods. 
WILLIAMS & CROC , 91 Duane St., New York. 


PECK & SNYDER'S AMERICAN CLUB SKATE. 


The best Skate inthe world. An appropriate Centen- 
Enclose vamp tive circular, with 
6 


nial Gift. 
prices, to PECK & SNYDER M’f’s,126 Nassau St., N.Y. 


NEW YORK 


3 > 


ways 35 SF 
CENTENNIAL PHOTOGRAPHS 


For the Ster » Graphoscope, Album, Portfolio, and 
Magic Lantern. Stereoscopic views postpaid, $3 per doz. 
Send stamp Catalogue of Wilson's choice selections. 
Canvassers and Agents Wanted. 
t™” Head-quarters for Lantern Slides. est stock 
in America, Catalogue 25c. EDWARD L. WILSON, 
Supt. Centennial Photo. Co.,Office,116 N.7th St., Phila 
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THE “CHALLENGER” 
EXPEDITION. 


Oxe of the most important scientifie expedi- 
tions of recent times was that of the Challenger, 
to which reference has been frequently made in 
the Weekly under the head of “ Scientific Intelli- 
gence.” The expedition, which was sent out by 
the British government, made the cireuit of the 
globe, gathering information respecting many re- 
gions hitherto but partially known, making almost 
numberless deep-sea goundings, and bringing to 
the light of day the mysteries of the world be- 


neath the mighty waters. A number of skillful 
artists and photographers accompanied the expe- 
dition, and not the least valuable of the treasures 
carried home were the sketches and photographs, 
which form a part of the records of the voyage. 
On this page we give engravings from several of 
these sketches. The first two show the lava pit 
of the celebrated burning mountain of the Sand- 
wich Islands, Kilauea, the largest continually act- 
ive crater in the world. It is a huge*pit, eight 
miles in circumference, and a tlmusand feet in 
depth. It lies upon the eastern side of Mauna 
Loa—a mountain over 13,000 fect in height, which 


THE “CHALLENGER” 


EXPEDITION—PENGUINS AT 


THE “CHALLENGER” EXPEDITION—OVERFLOW OF LAVA AND CRATER OF KILAUEA, SANDWICH ISLANDS. 


has a summit crater whose activity is intermit- 
tent. This immense pit is easily descended, and 
the traveler may stand directly on the edge of the 
seething lake and dip his staff in the burning lava. 
The most destructive eruptions proceed from the 
crater of Mauna Loa. Especially memorable are 
those of 1832, 1840, 1843, 1852, 1855, 1859, 1868, 
and 1875. Those of 1840, 1859, and 1868 made 
their way out into the sea, and added considerably 
to the area of the land. - The distance over which 
the melted lava flowed was fifty miles, and the 
time was eight days. The sight of this burning 
mass moving over the land must have been grand 


and impressive. The lower sketch represents a 
scene on Inaccessible Island, one of a group in 
the South Atlantic, claimed by Great Britain, 
and during the imprisonment of NAapoLEon at 
St. Helena held by a small British garrison. Now 
all is desolate -and bare, and the only inhabi- 
tants are sea-birds and penguins. The former 
in some instances formed such dense flocks in 
the air as to obscure the light, and the latter 
were so numerous thateit was said if they had 
only understood the advantage of combinatiob, 
they might have withstood the landing of the 
| strangers. 


INACCESSIBLE ISLAND, TRISTAN 
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DACUNHA GROUP. 
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VANITY FATRQIST 
The " cs — more and more severe, the Thames before London was still planted with boothes in formal streetes, all sorts of fhnd sh 
oom . | namour took so universally, that "twas estimated the printer gain’d 5£ a day for a line only at sixpence a name what 
streetes, sleds, sliding with skeetes, a bull-haiting, horse and coach races, puppet-plays and interludes, cookes, tipling, and other lewd go 1), 
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names 


il other staires to and fro, as in the 


80 that it seemed to be a bacchanalian triumph, or carnival on the water."—L£velyn’s Diary, January 24, 1684. 
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